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I i.i.r. inr, ve prim aiU.'pts in S( amlaPs school, 

Wlio rail hy precept, ami delraft hy rule, 
laves there no (•hara( ler, so trit'd, .so known. 

So deck’d with |/.race, and so nnlikir yonr own, 

I'hat even von assist her fame to raise. 

Approve hv envy, and hy silence praise ! 

Attend I a model shall attract yonr view 
.nan{.;htei s «>1 calninny, I summon y»in I 
^ tni sliall decide ii this a portrait prove, 

( )r fond cieation of the Muse* and J.ove. 

Attend, ye vii^^iii critii's, shrew<l and sa^e, 

^ matron censors of this childish a^e, 

W hose peel my, eye and wrinkled front declai i' 

A fix’d antipathy to v»»nnj; and fair; 

Hy ennnin^^ cautions; or hy nature, cold, 

In maid(‘n madness, virnlently hold! - 
Attend, \v skill'd to t:oin the precious tale, 

(Tcatm^; proof, where inmnidos fail ! 

W hose fuai'lised memories, cruelly exact, 

Omit no cireuinstaure, t!xe.c‘pt the fact ' 

Attend, all se who boast, or old or yuun^, — 
rhe livinf< libel of a slanderous ton^'ue ! 

So sliall mv theme as far lontrasted be, 

As s.'iints by iiemls, oi hymns hy ealninny. 

Come, ^entli! Ainoret (for ’neath that name 
In worthier verse is sun^ thy beauty’s faimd ; 
t oine -fc>r hut thee wIkj seeks the Muse? and while 
Cclesti.'il blushes check thy conscious smile, 

W ith timid ^uaee, and hesitating eye, 

I'he peifect model, whii'h 1 boast, supply: — 

Vain Muse ! could’st thou the humblest sketch create 
Of her, nr slif;htest charm could’st imitate — 

Ci)uM tfiy blest strain in kiiidr<*<l colouis trace 
The faintest wonder of her form and face- - 
Poets would study the immortal line, 

And Rtynolds own his art subdued by thine ; 

That ait, which well might added lustre give 
^ To Nature’s best, and Heaven’s superlative: 

(.)n Granby' i cheek might bid new glories rise, 

Or point a purer beam from Devon's eyes! 

Hard is ^the task to shape that beauty’s praise, 

W'hovse judgment scorns the homage flattery pays ! 

Hut praising Amoret we cannot err, 

No tongue <i’ervalue,s Heaven, or flatters her! 

Vet she hy fate’s perverseness slie alone 

W’ould diiubt our truth, nor deem such praise her own! 

Adorning fashion, unadorn’d by dress, 

Simple from taste, and not from carelessness ; 

Discreet in gesture, in deportmeut niild. 

Not stiff with prudence, nor uncouthly wihl, 

No st.’ite has Amoret: no studied inmn ; 

She frowns no goddess, and she moves no queen, 

J he softer charm that in her manner lies 
Is framed to captivate, yet not surprise; 

It justly suits the expiession of her face, — 

1 is less than dignity, and more than grace ! 

On her pun‘ (dieek the native line i.s such, 
riiat, h^nn'ii hy He aven to he admired so much, 

The hand divine, with a less partial care. 

Might well have fix'd a fainter crimson there, 

And hade the gentle inmate of her breast 


Insbrined Motlesty ~snj>ply the lest. 

Hill who the peril of her lips shall paint ? 

Strip th(*m of smiles- -still, still all words are faint. 

But moving Lovi* himself appi'ats to teach 
I lieir action, though denied to rule her speech ; 

And thou who seest her speak, and do.st not hear, 
Mourn not her distant accents ’scape thine ear; 
X'ie.wing those lips, thou still inay’st make pretence 
To jmlge of what she says, and swear ’tis sense : 

( lothed with sncli grace, with such expression fraught, 
'1 hey move in meaning, and they pause in thought! 

Hut dost thou lartlu*!’ watch, with charm’d snrpri.se, 
The mild inesoliition of her eyes, 

('nrioiis to mark how frequent they repose. 

In brief eclipse and momentary (dose* — 

Ah ! se(‘Ht thou not an ambush’d Cupid there, 

IVk* tirn’rons of his charge, with jealous care 
Veils and niivcdls those beams of heavtmly light, 

Too full, too fatal else, for inortu) sight ? 

Nor yet, such pleasing vengeance fond to meet, 

In partTning dimples hope a safe retreat. 

What though her peaceful breast should ne'er allow 
Subduing frowns to arm her alter’d brow, 

By Lov(», I swear, and by his gentle wiles, 

More fatal still the mercy of her smiles! 

Thus lovely, thus adorn’d, possessing all 
Of bright or fair that can to woman fall, 

The height of vanity might well be though! 

Prerogative in her, and Nature’s fault. 

Yet gentle Amoret^ in iriitid siipnmu; 

As well as charms, rejects the vainer theme ; 

And, half mistrustful of her beauty’s store. 

She barbs with wit tht^se darts too keen before: -- 
Read in all knowledge that her sex should reach, 
d hoiigh GreviUe, or the Muse, should deign to tca( h, 
Fond to improve*, nor timorous to discern 
How far it is a woman’s grace to learn ; 

In Millar's dialect .she would not prove 
Apollo's prieste.ss, hut Apollo’s love, 

Graced by those signs which truth delights to owm,^ 
The timid blush and mild submitted tone: 

Whate'er she says, though sense appear throughout, 
Displays the tender hue of feuiale doubt; 

Deck d w ith that charm, how lovely wit appears. 

How graceful science^ when that robe she wears! 

Such too her talents, and her bent of mind, 

As speak a .sprightly heart by thought lefincd : 

A ta.ste for mirth, by contemplation school’d, 

A turn for ridicule, by candour ruled, 

A scorn of folly, which she tries to hide; ' 

An tkwe of talent, which she owns with pride ! 

Peace, idle*Musel — no more thy strain prolong, 

Hut yield a theme, thy warmest praises wrong; 

Just to her merit, though thou caiist not raise 
Thy feeble verse, behold th’ acknowledged praise 
lias spread conviction through the (*nvious train, 

And cast a fatal gloom o’er Scandal's reign ! 

And lo ! each pallid hag, with blister’d tongue, 

.Mutters assent to all thy zeal ha.s snug — 

Owns all the colours just — the outline true, 

Thee my inspirer, and my model — CRb'WK! 
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Act I. 


THE SCHOOL FOR SC AX DAI*. 


FROLOGUK. 

WRlTTr.N BY Mk. (iAKKICK. 


A School for Scandal ! toll me, I bcstM.*ch yon, 

Needs tljere a school this modish art to (e.K'h yuii ? 

No need of lessons now, (he knowing; think ; 

We mij[;ht as well he taught to ('at and drink. 

Caused by a dearth of scandal, should the vapours 
Distn^ss our fair ones — let them read this papers; 

'I helr powerful mixtures such disorders hit ; 

Crave vvhat you will -there’s (juantum suffutl. 

“Lord ! ” cries my Lady Wormwrxxl (who loves tattle. 
And puts much salt and pepper in her {^rattle), 

Just risen at noon, all iiij;ht at cards when threshinj^ 
Stron^( tea and scandal “ Hless me, how refreshinj^ ! 
Ciive me the papi'rs. Lisp how bold .lud freci ! \Sips\, 
Last Lord L. h'us caught toii/i Lady /). 

For aehinj^ heads what charmiiif' sal volutiU ! {Stps], 

If Mrs. li. will still coutitiuc flirting. 

We hope she'll draw, or we'll undraw the curtain. 

Fine satire, poz — in public all Abuse it, 

But, by ourselves [vS'i/.s ], our jirafte we can’t nduse it. 
Now, Lisp, read you--there, at that dash and star.” 

“ Yc{i, ma’am — A certain Lord had best beware, - 


Who hoi S not twenty miles from Grosvenor Square : 

For, should he Lady W. find Hilling, 

Wormuiutd IS hitler ” Oh ' that's uu' ! the villain! 

Thi *o\v it behind the ftic, and ne\t r more 
Lei th.it vile |>aper couu? within iny tloor.” 

Thus at our frii'uds wc laiii^h, wlu) fei'l the dart ; 

To reach our fi'clini^s, wt* out selves must smart. 

Is our yc»unj( bard so vouuk;. to think that he 
Can stop the full sprins.: tide of ealumny 
Knows ho the w'orld so little, and its trade ? 

Alas! th(^ d('\ il's si»om*r raist'd than laid. 

So stron.^, so swift, the monster there’s no f:aj;^';in^: 
Cut Scandal’s head off, still tin; tiuii^ue is wajJi.L^in^L 
Proud of your smiles onc«‘ l.ixishly bestow’d, 

A^jain our youn^ Don ( hiixoti? tak(;s the road ; 

To sh(»w his j^ratitude ho draws his pen, 

And s(‘.(‘ks this hvdr.'i, Se.indal, in his den.' 

IT)!* your applause all perils he would through — 
He’ll fif^ht— that’s write- a cavalliero trin;. 

Till every drop of blood that’.s ink — is spilt for yon. 



ACT I. 


Scene I. 

LADY SNEER WKT.L’S DRESSING. ROO.M. 

Lady . Snkerwell discovered at her toilet; Snakf. drinking; 

chocolate. 

Lady Sneer. .TJje paragraphs, you say, Mr. Snake, were ail 
inserted ! 


Snake, d'hey were, madam ; and, as 1 copied them myself in 
a feigned hand, tlicie can be no susjiiciou wbeiRc they c.atne. 

Ladv Snkkr. Did you circulate the report ot Lady Britile*.s 
intrigue with Captain Boasiall? 

Snake. 'J'bat s in as fine a train as your ladyship cotdd 
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Scene I 


^THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 


uish. Id the' cnminori cemrsc of tilings, I think it must reach 
Mrs. (’larkiit’s cars within hnir-anel-twcnty hours; aiui then, you 
know, the hiisincss is as as done. 

Lady Snkkk. Why, triilv, Mrs. Clackitt has a very pretty talent, 
and a ^rcat deal of iiuluslry. 

Snakf. True, niadain, and has been tol(Tably successful in 
her day. 'I’o iny knowledL;e, she* has biurn the^ cause of six 
matches being broken off, and thrc'c* sons bedng disinherited ; of 
lour ff;je <*d el()|)einenls, ainl as inan\ close confineinents ; nine 
separ.iie tnainlenances, and two dixorces. Nay, I have more than 
once traced her causing a tiUe-ii-tete in the* “ I'own and Country 
Magazine, ’’ when the parties, p(‘rhaj)s, had never .seen each other’s 
face before in tlic course of their lives. 

Lauy S.Nt kk. She ( ertainly lias talents, but her manner is gross. 

Snakk. ’ Tis v(‘ry true. She generally designs well, has a free 
tongue ami a bold inxenlion ; but lier colouring is too dark, and 
her outlines often extravagant. She wants that delicacy of tint, and 
mellowness of sneer, which distinguish your la<Iyship’s scandal. 

Lady Snkkk. ^'ou are partial, Snake. 

Snake. Not in the least ; everybody allows that Lady Sneer- 
well can do more with a wool or look than many can with the 
most laboured detail, even when they happen to have a little truth 
on th(rir side to suj)j)ort it. 

*L\nY Snkkr. Yes, my dear Snake; and I am no hypocrite 
to deny the satisfaction 1 reap from the success of my efforts. 
Wounded mystdf, in the early part of my life, liy the envenomed 
tongue of slander, 1 confess I have since known no plea.sure equal 
to the reducing others to the level of my own ref>utation. 

Snakk. Nothing can be more natural. Hut, Lady Sneerwcll, 
there is om* affair in which you have lately employed me, wherein, 
I confess, I am at a loss to guess your motives. 

Lady Sneer. I conceive you mean with respect to my neigh- 
bour, Sir Peter Peazle, and his family t 

Snake. 1 do. Here are two young men, to vhom ir Peter has 
acted as a kind of guardian since their father’s deat ; the eldest 
possessing the most amiable character, and uni jrsally well 
spoken of — the youngest, the most dissipated and e.xtravagant 
young fellow in the kingdom, without friends or character : the 
former an avowed admirer of your ladyship, and apparently your 
favourite ; the latter attached to Maria, Sir Peter’s ward, and con- 
fessedly beloved by her. Now, on he face of these circumstances, 
it is utterly unaccouutable to me, why you, the widow of a city 
knight, with a good jointure, should no* close with the passion of 
a man of such character auil cxpeclat t .js as Mr. Surface; and 
more .so why you shouhl be sa imcoi imonjy earnest to destroy 
the mutual auachmcni subsislii g be‘ween his bi'olher Charles 
ami Maria. 

Lady Snkkr. ’Fhen, at once to, unravel this mystery, I must 
inform you that love has no share whatever in the intercourse 
between Mr. Surface and me. 

Snake. No! 

l.xDY Snkkr. His real attachment is to Maria, or her fortune; 
but, finding in his brother a favoured rival, he has been obliged to 
mask his pretentions, and profit by my a.ssistance. 

Snakk. Yet still I am more puzzlcil why you should interest 
yourself in his success. 

Lauy Snkkr. 1 leavens 1 how dull you are! Cannot you sur- 
mise the weakness which I hitherto, through shame, have concealed 
even from you } Must I confess that Charles— that libertine, that 
extravagant, that banknqrt in fortune ami reputation — that he it is 
for whom 1 am thus anxious and malicious, and to gain whom I 
would sacrifice ever) thing 

Snakk. Now, indeed, your conduct appears consistent; but 
how came you and Mr. Surface so confidential } 

Lady Snkkr, For our mutual interest. I liavc found him 
out a long time since. I know him to be artful, selfish, and 


malicious— in short, a .sentimental knave; while with Sir Peter, j 
and indeed with all his acquaintance, he passes for a youthful , 
miracle of prudence, good sense, and benevolence. . ! 

Snake. Yes; yet Sir Peter vows! he has not his equal in j 
England ; and, above all, he praises him as a man of sentiment. i 

Lady Snkkr. True; and with the assistance of his sentiment j 
and hypocrisy he has brought .Sir Peter entirely into his interest j 
with regani to Maria; while poor Charles has no friend in the | 
house — though, I fear, he has a powerful one in Maria’s heart, 
again.st whom we must direct our schemes. j 


Sek. Mr. Surface. Servant. 

Lady Sneer. Show him up. — S ervant] He generally 

calls about this time. I don’t wonder at jreople giving him to me 

for a lover. ^ t 

Enter Joseph Sijrface. 

Jos. Surf. My dear Lady Sneerwell, how do you do to-day? 
Mr. Snake, your most obedient. 

I.ADY Sneer. Snake has ju.st been rallying me on our mutual 
attachment; but I have informed him of our real views. You 
know how useful he has been to us; and, believe me, the con- 
fidence is not ill-placed. 

Jos. SiTRF. Madam, it is impossible for me to suspect a man 
of Mr. Snake’s sensibility and discernment. 

Lady Sneer. Well, well, no compliments now ; but tell me 
when you saw your mistress, Maria- or, what is more material to 
me, your brother. 

Jos. St:RF. I have not seen either since I left you; but 1 can 
inform you that they never meet. Some of your stories have taken 
a good effect on Maria. 

Lady Sneer. Ah, my dear Snake 1 the merit of this belongs to 
you. But do your brother’s di.stres.ses increase ? 

Jos. Surf. Every hour. I am told he has had another execu- 
tion in the hopse yesterday. In short, his dissipation and extrava- 
gance exceed aaything I have ever heard of. 

Lady Snker.^ Poor Charles 1 

Jos. Surf. True, madam ; notwithstanding his vices, one can’t 
help reeling for him. Poor Charles! I’m sure I wish it were in 
my po-cr to be of any essential service to him; for the man who 
does not share in the distresses of a brother, even though merited 
by his own misconduct, deserves 

Lady Sneer. O Lud! you arc going to be moral, and forget 
that you arc among friends. 

Jos. Surf. Egad, that’s true! i'll keep that sentiment till I see 
Sir Peter. However, it is certainly a charily to rescue Maria from 
such a libertine, who, if he is to be reclaimed, can be ^ only 
by a person of your ladyship’s superior accomplishments and, 
understanding. 

Snake. 1 believe, Lady Sneervxxll, here’s company ■toming: 
I’ll go and copy the letter 1 mentioned to you. Mr. Surface, your 
most obedient. 


Jos. Surf. Sir, your very devoted.— Snake.] Lady 
Sneerwcll, I am very sorry you have put any farther confidence 
in that fcilo’V. 

Lady Sneer. Why so? 

Jos. Surf. I have lately detected him in frequent conference 
with old RoN^ley, who was formerly my father’s steward, and has 
never, you know*, been a friend of mine. 

Lady Snkkr. And do you think he would betray us ? 

Jos. Surf. Nothing more likely : lake my word for’t, Lady 
Sneerwell, that fellow hasn’t virtue enough to be faithful even to 
his ow n villainy. Ah, Maria I 

Enter Maria. 

T.ady Sneer. Maria, my dear, how* do you do ? What’s the 
matter ? 

Mar. Oh I there’.s that disagreeable lover of mine, Sir Ben- 
jamin Backbite, has ju.st called at my guardian’s, with his odious 
uncle, Crabtree; so I slipped out, and ran hither to avoid them. 
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T.ady Snekk. Is that all? 

I Jos. ScRK. If my brother Charles had been of the party, 
I madam, perhaps >ou would not have been so much alarmed. 

! Lauy Sneer. Nay, now you arc severe ; for I dare .swear the 
i truth of the matter is, Maria heard were here. But, my ilear, 
1 what has Sir Benjamin done, that you should avoitl him so? 

1 Mar. (.)h, he has done nothing - but ’lis for wluil he has .said : 
! his conversation is a perpetual libel on all his acquaintance. 

I jo.s. Surf. Ay, and the worst of it i.s, there is no advantage in 
not knowing him ; for he’ll abuse a stranger just as soon as his 
best friend ; and his uncle’s as bad. 

Lady Snkkr. Nay, but we should make allowance ; Sir Ben- 
jamin is a wit and a poet. 

Mar. For my part, I own, madam, wit loses its respect with 
me, when 1 see it in comi)any with malice. What do you think, 
Mr. Surface ? 

Jos. Surf. Certainly, madam ; to smile at the jest which plants 
a thorn in another’s brea.st is to become a principal in the mischief. 

Lady Snekr. Psha! there’s no possibility of being witty with- 
out a little ill nature : the malice of a good thing is the barb that 
makes it stick. Wha *s your opinion, Mr. Surface ? 

Jos. Surf. To be ^nre, madam ; that conversation, where the 
spirit of raillery is suppressed, will ever appear tedious and insipid. 

Mar. W’cll, I’ll n t ebate how far scandal may be allowable; 
but in a man, 1 am sure, it is always contemptible. We have 


Jos. .Sure. Just so, indeed, ma’am. 

Mrs. Can. Oh, Maria I child -what, is the wliolc affair off 
between you and Charles? His extravagance, 1 presume tin; 
town talks of nothing else. 

Mar. I am very sorry, ma’am, the town is not better employed. 

.^^RS. C'an. 'rrue, triu‘, child : but there’s no stopping peojihr’s 
tongues. 1 oNMi I was hurt to hear it, as I ind<*ed was to learn, 
from the same (juarter, that your guardian, Sir Peter, and L.atiy 
'Teazle have not agreed lately as \\ell as couhl be wished. 

Mar. "Tis strangely impertinent for jieojile to busy themselves so. 

Mrs. Can. Very true, child : but what’s to be done ? People 
will talk there’s no preventing it. Why, it wa.s but yesterday 1 
was toKl that Miss (jadabout hail eloped with Sir Filigree Flirt. 
But, Lord ! there’s uo minding what one hears ; though, to be 
sure, 1 had thi.s from very gooil authority. 

Mar. Such reports are highly scatulalous. 

Mrs. ('an. So they arc, child shameful, .shameful I But the 
world is so censo*ious, no character escapes. — Lord, now who 
would have suspected your frienil, Miss IVim, of an imliscretion ? 
Yet such is the ill nature of people, that they say her uncle 
stopped her la.st week, just as she was stepping into the Yorl! 
Mail with her dancing-master. 

Mar. I’ll aruswer for’t there arc no ground.s for that report. * 



{iride, envy, rivalship, and a thousand motives to d<'preciatc each 
%her; but the \nale slanderer must have the cowardice of a woman 
before he can traduce one. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Sfr. Madam, Mrk. Candour is below, and if your lady.sbip’s 
at leisure, w ill leave her cJtrriage. 

Lady Sneer. Beg her to walk in. —{.Exit Servant.] Now, 
Maria, hne is a chaiacter to your taste ; for, though Mrs. C'andour 
is a little talkative, everybody allows her to be the best natured 
and best sort of woman. 

Mar. Yes, with a very’ gross affectation of good nature and 
benevolence, she docs more mischief than the direct malice of 
old Crabtree. 

Jos. Surf. 1’ faith that’s true, Lady Snccrwell : whenever 1 
hear the current running against the diaracters of my friends, 1 
never think them in such danger as when Candour iindcrlakes 
their defence. 

Lady Sneer. Hush I- Here .she is! 

Enter Mrs. Candour. 

Mr.s. Can. My dear Lady Sncerwell, how* have you been this 
century Mr. Surface, what news do you hear? -though indeed 
it is no matter, for I think one hears nothing else but scandal. 


Mrs. Can. Ah, no foundation in the world, I dare swear; no 
more, prolv.ihly, than for the story circulated last inoiuh, of Mis. 
Festino’s affair with C’oloncl Cassino — though, to be sure, that 
matter was never rightly cleared up. 

Jos. Surf. 'J'he license of invention some people take is 
monstrous indeed. 

Mar. ’’Pis so; hut, in my opinion, those wlio report siu Ii 
things are equally culpable. 

Mrs. ('an. 'I'o he sure tfiev are; tale-bearers are as bad as the 
tale-makers — ’lis an old observation, and a very true one : luit w hat s 
to he done, as I said before ? how will you ])re\enl people from 
Udkitig? To-day, Mrs. (darkilt assured me, Mr. aud Mrs. IIon(.>- 
w’crc at last become mere man and wife, like the ri-si of llieir 
acquaintanc . She likewise hinted ilial a certain widow', in the 
next street, had got ri{l of her dropsy and recovered lu r shape in a 
most surprising manner. And at the same time Miss Tattle, who 
was by, affirmed that Lord Buffalo bad discovered bis lady at a 
hou.se of no extraordinary fame; and that Sir Harry Bouipiel and 
Tom Saunter were to measure swords on a similai |)r()V()i ation. * 
But, Lord, do you think I would report these things! .No, no! ^ 
tale-bearers, as I .said before, are just as bad as the talc- makers. 


5 



_ ay, egad it’s true: Tback mw at a rebus 
' or a charade against the best rhymer in the kingdom. 
"^Has your ladyship heard the epigram he ^vrotc last 
week on F.ady Frizzles feather catching fire?— Do, 
Benjamin, repeat it, or the charade you nade last 
night extempore at Mrs. Drowzie’s conversazione. 
Come now ; your first is the name of a fish, your 

second a great naval commander, and 

Sir Bkn. Uncle, now— pr’ythee 
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Crah. 1 faith, ma’am, ’iwouhl surprise you to hear how ready 
he is at all these fine sort (af things. 

, Kadv Snkkr. 1 wonder, Sir Heiijainin, you never publish 
any I fling. 

Sir Bkv. 'I’o say truth, ma’am, lis \ery vulgar to f>rint ; and 
as my little prodiutions are mosil} satires and lampoons on 
particular people, 1 find they eirculate more by giving copies in 
confideiue to the friends of the parties. -However, 1 have some 
love elegies, which, when favoured with lliis lady’s smiles, 1 
mean U) give the public. to Maria. 

C'rab. [ Maria.] ’Fore heaven, ma'am, they’ll im- 
mortalize you! \ou will be handed down to posterity, like 
Petrarch’s Laura, or Waller's Sacharissa. 

Sir Bk.n’. [ /h Maria.] Vos, madam, I think you will like 
them, when you shall see them on a beautiful (juarto page, 
where a neat rivulet of text shall meander through a meadow of 
margin. Fore (iad, they will be the most elegant things of 
their kiml ! 

C’rad. Hut, ladies, that’s true — have you heard the news? 

Mrs. Can. What, sir, do you mean the report of 

Ckah. \o, ma’am, that's not it. -Miss Nicely i.s going to be 
married to her own footman. 

Mrs. Can. Impossible. 

Crab. Ask Sir Benjamin. 

Sir Bkn. “I'is very true, ma’am: everything i.s fixe«l, and the 
wedding liveries bespoke. 

Crab. Yes and they do say there were pressing reasons 
for it. 

Lady Snkfr. Why, I have heard something of this before. 

.Mrs. Can. It can’t be — and I wonder any one should believe 
such a .story of so prudent a lady as Miss Nicely, 

Sir Bkn. f.) Lud ! ma’am, that’s the very reason twas 
believed at once. She has always been so cautious and so 
re.served, that everybody was sure there was some reason for it 
at bottom. 

Mrs. Can. Why, to be sure, a tale of scandal is as fatal to 
' the credit of a prudent lady of her stamp as a fever is generally 
to those of the Strongest constitutions. Bnt there is a son of 
puny .sickly reputation, that is always ailing, yet wall outlive the 
robuster iharactei'^ of a huiulreil jinnies. 

Sir Hkn. I’lue, madam, there are \alciudinarians iu rejiutation 
as well as constitution, who, being conscious of their weak jiart, 
avoid the Ica.sl breath of air, and su|>[)ly their want of stamina hy 
care affd circumsjiection. 

*• Mrs. Can. Well, but tliis may be all a mistake. You know, 
Sir Benjamin, very trifling circumstances often give rise to the 
’ mo.st hijurious tales. 

Crab. That they do, I’ll be sworn, ma’am. Did yon e\er 
hear how Miss Piper came to lose her lover and her charficter l.^t 
summer at Piinbridgc ? — Sir Benjamin, von remember it ? 

Sir Bfn. Oh, to oc sure ! — the most whimsical circumstance. 

Lady Snfek. How was it, pray 

Crab. Why, one evening, at Mis, Porito’.s assembly, the 
conversation happened to turn on the bleeding Nova Scotia 
sheep in this i ountr}’. Says a young lady in company, I have 
known inst.iiHos of it; for Miss Lciiiia Piper, a first censin of 
mine, bad a Nu\a Scotia sheep that produced her twins. 

‘What!” cries the Lady Dow'ager Dundiz/.y iwho, you know, 
is a.s deaf as a postb “has Mis.s Pijier hatl twins?” Phis 
mistake, as you may imagine, threw the whole company into a 
fit of laughter. However, 'twas tfic next morning everywhere 
rej>oited, and in a few days believed by the w'bolc town, that 
Miss Lctilia PijHr had actually been brought to bed of a fine 
boy and girl: and in less than a week there were some pcojde 


who couKI name the lather, and (he tarm-housr where the habw s 
were pul to nurse. 

Lady Snkkr. Strange, imh ed ! 

Crab. .Matter of fact. I assiitr \ou. () laid ! Mi. Smface, juav 
is it true lhai your uncle, .Sir ( )livei, is loining home 
Ji»s. ScKK. N\i( ihal 1 know of. indfcd, sir. 

C’kab. He h.i.s been in the Fast Indies a long lime. \'<*u 
scarcely remember him, I believe Sad criiufoil, wheiu vev he 
returns, to heai how your brother has giine on ! 

|t>s. Si'kK. C'harli’s has been im|)rudcn!. sir, to be sure ; but 
I hope no biis\ ja'ople li.ui* .iloMih juejinlieed Sir ( divt r .igainsi 
him. 1 le m.iv M iotm. 

.Sir Hi*\. I n be suit' he m.u : foi mv jiaii, I nevei bclirved 
him to be so utterlv void of |>rimiplt‘ .is pt'ojile siv ; ainl, though 
be has lost all Ins friends. I .im told nnhodv is better spoken of 
by the Jew.s. 

C'rab. 'riial s true, egad, nephew. If the ( )Id |ewr\ was 
a ward, I believe t’hailes would be an alderman- no man 
more jiojnilar there, fore (kid! I bear he pays as many 
annuities as the Irish lonliiie ; and that, whenever he is sii k, 
they have |)rayc*rs for the lecoveiy iif his health in all the 
syn.igogues. ^ 

.Sir Bkv. N’et no man lives m greater s|)lendoiir. They tell 
me, when he tMiterfams his friends he will sit down to dinner 
with a do/tMi of his own securities; have a si ore of trailesmeii 
wailing in the anle-i hamher, and an officer beliind every guest’s 
chair. 

Jos. Si’KK. Phis may be entcrtainnuMil to )ou, gentlemen, but 
vou j>ay vi‘r\ little reg.ird to the fi*elings of a brother. 

M.vk. rin’ir main e is iiifolc*r,ibh' ! — A/oiot.] l.ulv 

Sneerwell, I must wish vou a good morning : I’m not veiv well, 

i f\.\ U 

Mrs, (.’an. Oh dear! she changes c(.>lour very mucli. 

Lady Snfhk. Do. Mis. Candour, folh)w lier : she may (vani 
your assistance. 

Mrs. C'an. Phai 1 will, with all iny soul, ina’ain. Poor dear 
girl, who knows what her situation may be ! ^ | I\xi/ 

Lady Sm'KR. Pwas nothing but that she could not hear to 
hear Charles reflected on, not vvithstainling their (liflerenie. 

Sir Ben. I'lie voiing lady's penihiiut is obvious. 

Crab. But, Benjamin, yon must not give u|> the juirsnit for 
that: follow lier, and jnil her into good hiiinonr. Kejieat hei 
.some of vour own verses. C'ome, I’ll assist von. 

Sir Bk.v. Mr. Surface, I did not mean to hurt ^ou^ but 
dejuMid oil t your brother is utterly umlone 

(kab. O Lud, ay' uiidom* as ever man was vaiiL raisi* 
a guinea. 

Sir Bkn. And everyilimg snld. I'm told, that was movable. 

, ('kab. 1 have seen one that was at his house. Not a thing left 
but some einptv bottles that were overlooked, and the faiiiilv 
j)icliires, whii h I believe are fr.mied in the wainseots. 

.Sir Ben. And I’m very sorry also to hear some bad stories 
against him. I (louii^. 

Crab. ( >h, be has done many mean things, that’s imtain. 

* Sir Bkn. But, however, as he’s \our brother | 

(’rau. Wc 11 tell you all another oj)j>()rlunily. 

! K.wiint ('rabtrek ond Sir Bknivmin 
I wVDY Snkfr. Ha! ha! ti.s very hard for iheni to le.ive a 
subject they have not quil«* run down. 

jo.s. Sure. And I believe the abn.se w'as no more aciejitable to 
your ladyshiji than to Mari.i. 

Lady Sneer. I doubt her alTec lions are farllier engaged than 
w'e imagine. But the family are to be beie this evening, so you 
may as well line where \ou are, and we shall have an o()poiinnilv 
of .(Observing further ; in the mcanliine, I’ll go and jiloi inisthief, 
and you shall study sentiment. ' Kxeuut, 
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Scene 1, 


Scene II. 

A ROOM IN SIR PF/FER PEA/LF/S HOUSE. 

Knter Sir Peter Teazle. 

Sir Pei. When an old bachelor marries a younj? wife, what 
is he to cxp(!(:t ? 'Tis now' si.\ months since Lady Teazde made 
me the happiest of men and 1 have been the most miserable 
(log ever since ! We tifted a little going to church, and fairly 
(jnarrelled before the bells had done ringing. 1 was more than 
once nearly choked with gall during the honeymoon, and had 
lost all lornfort in life before my friend.s had done wishing me 
joy. Yet 1 (.hose with caution — a girl bred wholly in the country, 
who never knew luxury beyond one silk gown, nor dissipation 
above the annual gala of a race ball. V'et she now plays her 
part in all the extravagant fopperies of fashion and the tow'n, 
w ith as ready a grace ;is if she never had seen a bush or a grass- 
plot out of Grosvenor S(|uare 1 I am sneered at by all my 
anf'piaintance, and paragraphed in the newspapers. She dissipates 
111 V fortune, and contradicts all my humours ; yet the worst of it 
^is, I doubt 1 love her, or I should never bear all this. However, 
ril never he weak enough to own it. 

Knier Rowley. 

K(jw. Oh ! Sir IVler, your servant : how' is it with you, sir ? 

Sir Pki. Very bad, Master Rowley, very bad. I meet with 
nortiing but crosses and vexations. 

Row. What can have happened since yesterdav } 

Sir Pei. A gi^od (piestion to a married man ! 

R()w^ Nay, I'm sure, Sir IVter, your lady can’t he the cause 
of vour uneasiness. 

SfR Pe e. Why. ha.s anybody told you she was dead } 

Row. Uomo. come, Sir Peter, you love her, notwithstanding 
your tempers don’t exactly agree. 

Sir Pet. Hut the fault is entirely hers, Master Rowley. I am 
myself the sw'e<^i(*.st-teinpered man alive, and hate a teasing 
temper ; and so I tell her a liundrcd limes a day. 

Row. Indeed ! 

Sir Pet. Ay ; and what is very extraordinary, in all our 
disput(*s she is always in the wrong! But Lady Sneerwell. and 
the set she meets at her house, encourage the [lerverseness of 
her (iisposUion. Then, to complete my vexation, Maria, my 
ward, whom I ought to have the power of a father over, is 
determined to turn rebel loo, and absolutely rofu.ses the man 
whom I have long resolved on for her husband ; meaning, 1 
.su|)po.se, to be.stow herself on his prolligate brother, 

K(5w. You know, Sir Peter, I have always taken the liberty to 
differ with you on the subject of these two young gentlemen. 
I only wish vou may not be deceived in yoiir opinion of the elder. 
I* or Charles, ipy life on’l ! he will retrieve his errors yet. 


ACT 

SCENF. 1. 

A ROOM IN SIR PKI'ER TEAZLES HOUSE. 

h'n/rr .Sir PEirn L.\I)V rKA/LK. 

Sir Pr j . L.idy IVa/lc, Lady Tea/le, I'll not hear it ! 

L.adv I’ka/.. Sir Peter, Sir IVter, you may bear it or not, as 
you pl(‘ase ! but I ought to liave my own wav in everything, and, 
wicit s moie, I will too. What! ihougli I was educated in the 
( onnli v. I know vei^’ well that women of fashion in London are 
at ( ountable' to-nob(vdy aftei they arc married. 

Sir Pi. r. \erv well, ma'am, very well; .so a hu.sband is to 
have lu) inlUieiut^, no aiiihorily.^ 

Lvdy d I'A/. Aiilhoritv ! No, to be sure; if vou wanted 
^ auihoMiv over me, yon should have adojjted me. and not married 
me . I am sure vou weie <->ld enough. 

MR Id* I. Old enough! ay, there it is. Well, well, Ladv 


Their worthy father, once my honoured master, was, at his years, 
nearly as wild a spark ; yet, when he died, he did not leave a 
more benevolent heart to lament his loss. • 

Sir Pet. You arc wrong, Master Rowley. On their father’s 
death, you know, I acted as a kind of guardian to them both, 
till their uncle Sir Oliver’s liberality gave them an early 
independence ; of course, no person could have more oppor- 
tunities of judging of their hearts, and I was never mistaken in 
iny life. Joseph is indeed a. model for the young men of the 
age. He is a man of sentiment, and acts up to the sentiments 
he professes ; but, for the other, take my w'ord for t, if he had 
any grain of virtue by descent, he has dissipated it with the rest 
of his inheritance. Ah 1 my old friend, Sir Oliver, will be deeply 
mortified when he finds how part of his bounty has been mis- 
applied. 

Row. I am sorry to find you so violent against the young man, 
becau.se this may be the most critical period of his fortune. I 
came liither with news that will surpri.se you. 

Sir Pet. What I let me hear. 

Row. Sir Oliver is arrived, and at thi.s moment in town. 

Sir Pet. Howl you astonish me! I thought you did not 
expect him this month. 

Row. I did not : but his passage has been remarkably (]uick. 

Sir Pet. Egad, I shall rejoice to see my old friend. ’I'is 
fifteen years since we met. We have had many a day together | 
but docs he still enjoin us not to inform hi.s nephews of his | 
arrival ? | 

Row. Most strictly. He means, before it is known, to make 
some trial of their dispositions. 

Sir Pet. Ah 1 there needs no art to di.scovcr their merits ; ~ 
however, he shall have his w ay ; but, pray, does he know I am 
married ? 

Row. Yes, and will soon wish you joy. 

Sir Pet. What, as we drink health to a friend in a con- 
sumj)tion I Ah I Oliver will laugh at me. We used to rail at 
matrimony together, but he has been steady to his text. Well, he 
must be soon at my house, though- I’ll instantly give orders for ' 
his reception. Hut, Master Rowdey, don’t drop a word that Lady 
Teazle and 1 ever disagree. ♦ 

Row. By no means. 

Sir Pet. Eor I should never he able to stand Noll’s jokes; so 
I’ll have him think, I.ord forgive me! that we are a very happy 
couple. 

Row. I understand you : — but llicn you mu.st be very careful 
not to differ while he is in the house with you. 

Sir Pet. Flgad, and so we must and that’.s impos.siblc^ Ah I 
Master Rowley, when an old bachelor marries a young wife, h%* 
deserves — no the crime carries its punishment along with it. 

yKyeunt. , 


II. 

'Pcazle, though niy life may be made unhappy by your temper, 
ril not be ruined by your extravagance ! 

I.ADY 'Peaz. My extravagance ! I'm sure I’m not more 
extravagant than a woman of fashion ought to be. 

Sir Pet, No, no, madam, you shall throw away no more sums 
on such iinmcanTVig htxury. ’Slife ! to .spend as much to furnish 
your dressing-room witli flowers in winter as would sullice to 
turn the Pantheon into a greenhouse, and give a ftte champetre 
at Christmas. 

Lady Teaz. And am I to blame, Sir Peter, because flowers 
arc dear in cold we'ather? You should find fault with the 
climate, and not with me. For my part. I’m sure I wish it was 
spring all the year round, and that roses grew under our feet ! 

Sir Pet. Oons ! madam -if you had been born to rliis, I 
shouldn’t w'onder at your talking thus; but you forget what y(jur 
situation w as w hen I married you. 
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T.ady "I'kaz. No, no, I don’t; “^iwas a very disagreeable one, 
or I should never have married you. 

. Sir Pet. Yes, yes, madam, you were then in somewhat a 
humbler style — the daughter of a j>lain country scjuire. Recollect, 
Jaidy 'J cazle, when I saw you first silting at your tambour, in a 
pretty figured linen gown, with a bunch of keys at your side, 
your hair combed smooth over a roll, and your apartment hung 
round with fruits in worsted, of your oWn working. 

l..\i)Y I'kaz. Oh, yes! 1 remember it very well, and a curious 
life 1 led. My daily occupation to inspect the dairy, superintend 
tlie poultry, make extracts from the family receipt-book, and 
conil) my aunt Deborah’s lapdog. 

.Sir Pet. Yes, yes, ma’am, ’twas so indeed. 

Lady Vr.yA. And then you know, my evening amusenientsl 
To draw patterns for ruifles, which 1 had not materials to make 
u|); to play Poj)e Joan with the curate ; to read a sermon to my 
aunt ; or to be stuck down to an old spinet to strum my father 
to sleej) after a fox-chase. 

Sir Pkt. 1 am gl;ui you have so good a memory. Yes, 
madam, these were the recreations I took you from ; but now you 
must have your coach 7'M-d-7^w — and three powdered footmen 
before your cliair; .and, in the summer, a pair of white cats to 
draw you to Kensington Gardens. No recollection, I suppose, 
when you were content to ride double, behind the butler, on a 
docked coach- horse. 

I.ADY Teaz. No - 1 swear I never di<l that: I deny the butler 
and the (oach -horse. 

.Sir Pet. This, madam, w.as your situation, and what have I 
done for you ? I have made you a woman of fashion, of fortune, 
of rank— in sljort, 1 have made you my wife. 


T.ady 'Pea/. Well, then, and there is l>ut one thing more sou 
can make me to add to the obligation, that is 

.•^iR Pet. My widow, 1 su]>pose? 

I.ADY 1’f.az. Hem! hem! 

Sir Pet. I thank )ou, inaihun hut don’t fl.itter yourself; for, 
though \our ill-condiRt may disluil) inv |H‘.ue of mind, it shall 
never brt‘nk my heart, I promise you : howe\er, I am e<juall> 
obliged to you for the hint. 

I.ADY 'I’kaz. 'I'hen why will you endeavour m.ike yourself so 
di.sagreeable to me, and thwart mo in ev»‘rv little elegant I'xpense ? 

Sir Pet. ’.Slife, mailam, I say, had \ou any of tliese little 
elegant expenses wlicn yon married me ? 

Lady 'Peaz. Lud, Sir Peter I would you h.we me he out of 
the fa.shion ? 

Sir Pet. d'he fashion, indeed! what had you to do with the 
fashion before you manic-d me? 

Lady 'Pea/. For my j)art, I should think \ou wamld like to 
have your wife tliought a woman of taste. 

.^iR Pet. Ay there again taste! /ounds ! madam, you had 
no taste when ton married me ! 

Lady Peaz. That s \erv true, indeeil, .‘^ir IVMt i ! and. aftt r 
having married y(»n. I should newr pretend ft) lasi<- again. I .dlow.^ 
But now, .Sir Peter, siiue we lane linishe<l our dail\ jangle, 
I presume I may go to m\ cngageiiietit at J.ad\ .Siu^erweH’s. 

Sir I'et. .\y, there’s another pret ions circ uinstaiKc a 
charming set of a( (juaintaiu joii ha\e matle there! 

I.ADY 'I’eaz. Nay. Sir IVter, they are all people of r.mk .md 
fortune, and rcniarkahly leiauious of rejuitalion. 



Sir Pki. ^’es, eg.id, they 
reputalion with a vmigeaiue 
choose anshodN' should have 
themselves! Such a crew! 


are tenacious ot 
for ihev don't 
a iharaUei hut 
.Ml ! m.mv a 


wiilih has rid on a huiille who has done less 
mis(.hiif than these ntlerers of f(?Vged lah's, 
loiiiers of siaiid.il, ami Jijipers of yjaiiaiion. 

Lady Peaz. What, would you |•^‘straIn the 
fre(‘dom ot speei h ? 

Sir Pei. Ah! Ihev have made vou jiisi as 
bad as an\ one of ihe s<k iciv, 

I.vuY Ieaz. Whv. J believe I do bear a 
j)an w ilh a tolerable gnu e. Hut I vow I bear 
no malice against the jieojile I abusi*. W h«*n 
I sa\ an ill naluied thing, ’tis out fd [>ure good 
humour; .md I laki- it for granted they «leal 
exactly in the same m.iimei with m<\ But, 
Sir Peter, you know* vou jnomised to come to 
I. ally SneerwelPs t(.»o. 

Sir Pei. Wcdl, well, I II call in, just to 
look after my own character. 

Lady 'Peaz. 'Phen, indeed, you must inak<* 
haste after me, or you’ll he too late. Sf) giKid- 
bye to ve. | A’.v/A 

Sir Pe r. So I have gained much by iny 
intended ex[K>stulation ! N’et with what a 
eliaiming air she ( ontrailiclu everything I say, 
and how jih'asingly she sluiws her eonternpt 
for my authority ! Well, though I can’t make 
her love me, there is great sati.sfac tion in 
quarrelling with her; and I think she never 
appears to such advantage as wlien she is 
doing everything in her jiowcr to plague me. 

[ Ain/. 
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Scene IT. 

XV LADY SNKl-RWELL’S. 

A//Ar Lady Snkkrwki.i., Mrs. C andour, Crabtree, Sir 
Benjamin ICm khite, a/td Joskeh Surkack. 

Lady Sneer. \ny, po.sitivcrly, "ac* will hear it. 

Jos. .Si re. \’es, yos, the epigram, hy all means. 

Sir Ben. Oh, plague on’l, uni le ! ’tis mere nonsense. 

C'rah. No, no ; ’fore ( jail, very clever for an extempore ! 

Sir Ben. But, ladies, you should be acnuainted with the 
circumstance. \'()ii must know, that one day last week, as Lady 
Belly Cunii le was taking the dust in Hyde Park, in a sort of 
duodecimo phaeton, she desired me to write .some verses on her 
|)onies; uj)on ^^lIich, I io')k out iny povket-book, and in one 
moment produced the following: — 

Sure never were seen two sui h beautiful ponies ; 

Other horses are clowns, but these macaronies : 

To gi\e them this title I’m sure can’t be wrong, 

'J'heir legs are so slim, and their tails are so long. 

C’rau. There, ladies, done in the smack of a whip, and on 
horseb.uk too. 

* Jos. Sure. A verv Phicdms, mounted indeed. Sir Benjamin ! 

Sir Jb'.N. ( )li diMi , sir ! trilles - trilles. 

A'///fr Lady Teazle i/W Maria. 

.Mrs. ('an. I must have a copy. 

Lady Sneer. Lady 'I'eazle, 1 hope we shall see Sir Peter 

I. vDY 'Peaz. I believe he’ll wait on your ladyshi|) presently. 

J. ADY Sneer. iNlaria, my love, you look grave. Come, you 
shall sit down to piquet with Mr. Suiface. 

Mar. 1 t.ike very lilde pleasure in cards — however. I’ll do as 
your ladyshi]) pleases. 

Lady 'Pea/. 1 am surprised Mr. Surface should sit down with 
her; 1 thought hi* would have embraced this opportunity of 
speaking to me before Sir Peter i ame. [Aside. 

Mr.s. Can. Now, 1 11 die ; but you are so scandalous, Til 
forswear your society. 

Lady Teaz. What’s the matter, Mrs. C’andour.^ 

Mrs. (’an. 'Phey’ll not allow our friend Miss Vermilion lO be 
handsome. 

Lady Sneer, (dh, surely she is a pretty woman, 

C rab. 1 am very glad you think so, ma’am. 

.Mrs. Can. She has a charming fresh colour. 

Lady Peaz. \’es, when it is fresh put on. 

Mrs. (’an. Oh, he! I’ll swear her colour is natural: I have 
seen it come and go ! 

Lady 'Pea/.. 1 dare swear yon have, ma’am: it goes o(T at 
night, and comes again in the morning. 

Sir Ben. True, ma’am, il not only comes and goes; but, 
what’s more, egad, her maid (an fetch and carry it! 

.Mrs. Can. lla! ha! ha! how I hate to hear you talk sol 
But surely, now, her sister ts, or 7e</Y,'Very hand.some. 

(. Rvn. Who Mrs. Lvergreen.^ () Lc^rd ! she’s six-aiul-fifty 
if she’s an hour ! 

Mrs. Can. Now positivtdy you wrong her; fifly-lwo or fifly- 
ihree is the utmost -and I don’t think she loolcs more. 

Sir Ben. .\h! there’s no judging by her looks, unless one 
could see her face. 

Lady Sneer. Well, well, if Mrs. Kvergreen does lake some 
I)ains lo repair the ravages of time, you must allow she effects it 
with great ingenuity ; and surely that’s better than the careless 
manner in which the w idow' (dchre caulks her wrinkles. 

Sir IU.n. Nay, now. Lady Snoerwell, you arc severe upon the 
widow', ('ome, come, ’tis not that she paints so ill — but, when 
she has finished her face, she joins it on so badly to her neck, 


that she looks like a mended statue, in which the connoisseur 
may see at once that the head is modern, though the trunk’s 
antique. • 

Crab. I la! ha! ha I Well said, nephew I 

Mrs. Can. lla! ha! ha! Well, you make me laugh; but I 
vow 1 hate you for it. What do you think of Miss Simper? 

Sir Ben. Why, she has very pretty teeth. 

Lady Teaz. Yes, and on that account, when she is neither 
speaking nor laughing (which very seldom happens), she never 
absolutely shuts her mouth, but leaves it always on a-jar, as it 
were — thus. [S/ioivs her teeth. 

Mrs. Can. How' can you be so ill-natured? 

Lady Teaz. Nay, I allow even that’s biHter than the pains 
]\Irs. Prim takes to conceal her los.ses in front. She draws her 
mouth till it i>osilivcly resembles the aiierturc of a poor’s-box, and 
all her words aj>pear to slide out eilgew i.se, as it were — thus : 
Hou^ do you do. madam? madam, [Mimics. 

Lady Sneer. Very well, Lady ’I’eazle ; I see you can be a 
little severe. 

Lady ’Peaz. In defence of a friend it is but ju.stice. But here 
comes Sir Peter lo spoil our pleasantry. 

Enter Sir Pkiek 'Peazle. 

Sir Pet. Ladies, your most obedient. — [Aside.] Mercy on 
me, heic is the whole set! a characLer dead at every word, 1 
suppose. 

Mrs. (’an. 1 am rejoiced you arc come, Sir Peter. They have 
been .so een.sorious and Lady Peazle as bad as any one. 

Sir Pet. J’hat must be very distressing to you, indeed, Mrs. 
Candour. 

Mrs. Cas. Oh, they will allow' good qualities to nobody; not 
even good nature to our friend Mrs. Pursy. 

I.ADY Teaz. What, the fat dowager who was at Mrs. 
(.^nitdrillf s last night ? 

Mrs. Can. Nay, her bulk is her misfortune; and, w'hen she 
takes so much j)alns to get rid of it, you ought not to reflect on her. 

Lady Sneer. ’Phat’s very true, indeed. 

Lady Peaz. Yes, I know' she almost lives on acids and small « 
whey ; laces herself by pulleys ; and often, in the hottest noon in 
summer, you may sec her on a little squat pony, w ith her hair 
plaited up behind like a drummer’s and pufling round the Ring on 
a. full trot. 

Mrs. C’an. I thank you. Lady Teazle, for defending her. 

Sir Pet. Yes, a good defence, truly. 

Mrs. Can. Truly, l.ady 'Peazle is as censorious as Mi«‘'.^ftillow. 

Crab. V’es, and she is'* a cuiious being to j»rctcnd to be 
censorious— an awkward gawky, without any one good point 
under heaven. ' ' 

Mrs. Can. Positively you shall not be so very .severe. Miss 
Sallow' is a near relation of mine by marriage, and, as for her 
person, great allowance is lo be made ; for, let me tell you, a 
w'oman labours under many di. sad vantages who tries to pass for 
a girl of six-and-thirtyr 

Lady Sneer. ’Phough, surely, she is handsor.0 still— and for 
the weakness in her eyes, consLlcring how r »ch she reads by 
candlc-Pight, !t is not to be w ondered at. 

Mrs. Can. True, and then as to her manner; upon my w’ord 
I think it is particularly graceful, considering she never had the 
least education ; for you know' her mother was a Welsh milliner, 
and her father a sugar-baker at Bristol*. 

Sir Ben. Ah I you are both of you too good-natured ! 

Sir Pet. Yes, damned good-nati«ed ! This their own relation ! 
mercy on me 1 [Aside. 

Mrs. Can. For my part, I own I cannot bear to hear a friend 
ill spoken of. 

Sir Pet. No, to be sure I 
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[ Sir Ben. Oh! you are of amoral turn. Mrs. (’an<]oiir and 
i 1 can sit for an hour and hear Lady Stucco talk sentiment. 

Lady Tkaz. Nay, 1 vow Lady Stucco is very well with the 
I des.sert after dinner; for she’s just like die French fruit one 
cracks for mottoes - made up of paint and proverb. 

I Mrs. Can. Well, I will never join in ridiculing a friend ; and 
^ so 1 constantly tell my cousin Ogle, and you all know what 
i pretensions she has to be critical on beauty. 

I Crab. Oh, to be sure I she has herself the oddest countenance 
j that evei was .s cn ; ’tis a collection of features from all the 
j different countries of the globe. 

j Sir Bi.n. So she has, indeed- an Irish front 

i Crab. Caledonian locks 

Sm^KN. Dutch nose 

j Crab. Austrian lips — 

! * Sir Bkn. Complexion of a Spaniard 

I ^ (Irab. And teeth d Ja Chmoist 

1 ^ 1 R Bkn. In short, her face resembles a at Spa — 

I where no two guests are of a nation 

Crab, (^r a congress at llic close of a general war - wherein all 
I the members, even to her eye**, appear to have a different interest, 
i and her nose and chin are the only parties likely to join issue. 

I Mrs. Can. Ha! hal ha! 

! Sir Pet. Mercy on my life !--a person they dine with twice a 
; w'eek I [Aside, 

Mrs. Can. Nay, but I vow )ou shall not carr)' the laugh off so 
— for give me leave to say, that Mrs. Ogle — - 
I Sir Pet. Madam, madam, I beg your pardon there’s no 
i stopping these good gentlemen’s tongues. But when 1 tell you, 
i Mrs. Candour, that the lady they arc abusing is a particular 
I friend of mine, I hope you’ll not take her part. 

Lady Snker. Ha! ha! ha! well said, Sir Peter! but you arc 
! a cruel creature too phlegmatic yourself for a jest, and too 
peevish to allow wit in others. 

Sir Pft. Ah, madam, true wit is more nearly allied to good 
i nature than your ladyship is aware of. 


Lady Teaz. True, Sir Peter; I believe they are so near akin 
that they can never be united. 

Sir Bkn. Or rather, suppose them to be man aiul wile, beOuise 
one seldom sees them to^pMhor. 

Lady Pk.vz. But Sir l*l‘t(‘r is such an enemy to scandal, I 
believe he would have it put down hy parliament. 

Sir Pkt. ’Fore heaven, madam, if they were to cmisider the 
.sporting with rcpulaliun of as much imporlance as poaching on 
manors, and pass ati act for the pre.servalion c)f fame, as well as 
game, I believe many would thank them for the hill. 

Lady Snkkr. O Lud I Sir Peter; woiiKl you deprive us of our 
privileges ? 

Sir Pet. Ay, m.adam; .md then no person should he permitted 
to kill characters and run down rcj>ulations, hut cpialitied old 
maids and disappointed widows. 

Lady Snkkr. (io, you monster ! 

Mrs. Can. But, surely, you wouKl not he quiU* so severe on 
tho.se w ho only report w hat they hear ? 

Sir Pkt, Yes, madam, I w'onlil h.ave law merchant for them 
too; and in all cases of slander currency, whenever the drawxT 
of the lie was not to he found, the injured j)artie.s should have a 
right to come on any of the indorsers. 

Crab. Well, for my part, 1 believe there never was a scan- 
dalous tale without some foundation. 

T.ady Snf.f.r. Come, ladirs, shall wo sit d(.)wn to cards in the 
nc.xt room } 

Enter a Servant, ivho wh is pets Sir Pfikk. 

Sir Pkt. I’ll he with them directly. —[A’.vi/ SKkVANr.] I’ll get 
away unperccived. [Aside. 

Lady Snkkr. Sir Peter, you are not going to leave us 

Sir Pkt. Your ladyship mu.st excuse me ; I’m called awav by 
particular business. Hut ! leave my character hehiml me. [AWit. 

Sir Ben. Well — certainly. Lady Teazle, that lord of yours is 
a strange being : I could tell you some stories of him would 
make you laugh heartily if he were not your hu.sband. 
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Lady 1’kaz. ( )1i. pray don’t mind that; come, do let's hear 
tliern. [^Exnait all but Joskph Surkack and Maria. 

Jos. Si;rk. Maria, I see )on have no satisfaction in this society. 

^Mar. 1I(*w is it possible I should? If to raise malicious 
snides at the infirniities or misfortunes of those who have never 
injured us be the province of wit or humour, Heaven grant me a 
double fiortion of dulness ! 

Jos. Si’RF. V('t they appear more ill-natured than they arc; 
they have no malici* at heart. 

Mar. d'hen is their conduct still more contemptible; for, in 
my opinion, nothmg could excuse the intemperance of their 
tongues but a natural and uncontrollable bitterness of mind. 

Jos. Surf. Undoubtedly, madam; and it has always been a 
sentiment of mine, that to yiropagate a malicious truth wantonly 
is mure despicable than to falsify from revenge. But can you, 
Maria, feel thus for others, and be unkind to me alone? Is 
hope to be denied the tenderest jiassion ? 

“^“Mar. Why will you distress me by renewing this subject? 

, Jus. Surf. Ah, Maria! you would not treat me thus, and 
oppose your guardian, Sir Peter's will, but that I see that 
prolligate Uharles is still a favoured rival. 

, Mar. Ungenerously urged ! But, whatever my sentiments are 
for that unfortunate young man, be assured I shall not feel more 
bound to give him iij) b(?cause his distresses have lost him the 
regard even of a brother. 

Jos. Surf. Nay, but, Maria, do not leave me with a frown : by 
all that's honest, I swear -Gad’s life, here’s Lady Tea/le. — 
[/hv/r/<'.] You must not -no, you shall not — for, though I have 
the greatest regard for Lady Feazle - - 

Mar. Lady Tea/.le I 

Jos. Surf. Yet were Sir Peter to suspect 

Enter Lady d'F.AZi.K, and comes fonvard. 

I.ADY Teaz. What is this, pray? Do you take her for me? — 
Child, you are wanted in the next room. — [^Exit Maria,] What 
is all this, pray ? 

)os. Surf. ( )h, ihe most unlucky circumstance in nature! Maria 
has somehow susjiected the tender concern I have for your happi- 
ness, and Ihreatened to acquaint Sir Peter with her suspicions, 
and 1 was just endeavouring to reason with her when you canic in. 

l.ADY Tkaz. Indeed ! but you seemed to adopt a very tender 
mode of reasoning do you usually argue on your knees? 

Jos. Si:rf. Oh, she’s a child, and I thought a little bom- 
bast but, l.ady Tca/de, when are you to give me your 

judgment on my library, as you promisevl ? 

T,ady 1’fa/. No, no ; I iK-gin to tliink it would be impnulent, and 
you know 1 atknit voii as a lover no farther tlian fashion sanctions. 

Jos. Surf. Lrut^ a mere Platonic cicisbeo, what every wife is 
entitled lo. 

Lady Tfaz. ( eitaiidy, one must not be out of the fashion. 
However, I have so many of my country prejudices left, that, 
though Sir Peter's ill humour may vex me ever .so, it never .shall 
provoke me to 

Jos. Surf, d'he only revenge in your power. Well, — I applaud 
your moderation. 

Lady Ifaz. Uio yon are an insinuating wretch! But we 
shall be missed let us join the company. 

fos. Surf. But we hail best not return together. 

Lady I’fa/. Well, don’t stay; for Maria shan't come to hear 
any more of your reasoning, 1 promise you. \^Exit. 

Jo.s. Surf. A Liirions dilemma my politics have run me 
into! I wanted, at lir.st, only lo ingratiate myself w'ith Lady 
Teazle, that she might not be my enemy with Maria; and I have, 

I don’t know how. becf)me her serious lover. Sincerely 1 begin 
j to wish 1 had never made such a point of gaining so very good a 
character, for it has led me into so many cursed rogueries that 
1 doubt 1 shall be e.\p<.>sed at last. \^Exit. 


FOR SCANDAL. Scene III. 

Scene III. 

A ROOM IN SIR PETER TEAZLE'S HOUSE. 

Enter Sir Oliver Surface and Rowley. 

Sir Oliv. Ha I ha 1 ha ! so my old friend is married, hey ? — 
a young wife out of the country. Hal ha ! ha 1 that he should 
have stood bluff to old bachelor so long, and sink into a husband 
at last I 

Row. But you must not rally him on the subject, Sir Oliver; 
*tis a tender point, I assure you, though he has been married 
only .seven months. 

Sir Oliv. Then he has been just half a year on the stool of 
repentance! — ^Poor Peter! But you say he has entirely given 
up Charles — never sees him, hey ? 

Row. His prejudice against him is astonishing, and I am sure 
greatly increased by a jealousy of him with Lady Teazle, which 
he has industriously been led into by a scandalous society in the 
neighbourhood, who have contributed not a little to Charles's ill 
name. Whereas the truth is, I believe, if the lady is partial lo 
either of them, his brother is the favourite. 

Sir Oliv. Ay, I know there are a .set of malicious, prating, 
prudent go.ssips, both male and female, who murder characters 
to kill time, and will rob a young fellow of his good name before he 
has years to know the value of it. But I am not lo be prejudiced 
against my nephew by such, I promise you ! No, no ; if Charles 
has done nothing false or mean, I shall compound for his extra- 
vagance. 

Row. Then, my life on't, you will reclaim him. Ah, sir, it 
gives me new life to find that your heart is not turned against 
him, and that the son of my good old master has one friend, 
however, left. 

Sir Oliv. What ! shall I forget, Master Rowley, w'hen I was 
at his years myself? Egad, my brother and I were neither of us 
very prudent youths ; and yet, I believe, you have not seen many 
better men than your old master was ? 

Row. Sir, 'lis this reflection gives me assurance that Charles 
may yet be a credit to his family. But here comes Sir Peter. 

Sir Oliv. Egad, so he does I Mercy on me ! he's greatly 
altered, and seems to have a settled married look ! One may 
read husband in his face at this distance ! 

Enter Sir Peter Teazle. 

Sir Pet. Ha! Sir Oliver — my old friend ! Welcome lo England 
a thousand times ! 

Sir Oliv. Thank you, thank you. Sir Peter ! and i'faith I am 
glad to find you well, believe me ! 

Sir Pet. Oh I 'tis a long time since we rae’A—fifteeiryears, I 
doubt, Sir Oliver, and many a cross accident in the time. 

Sir Guv. Ay, I have had my share. But, what 1 I $nd you 
are married, hey ? Well, well, it can't be helped ; and so — I wish 
you joy with all my heart I 

Sir Pet. Thank you, thank you, Sir Oliver. — Yes, I have 
entered into — the happy state ; but we'll not talk of that now. 

Sir Oliv. True, true. Sir Peter; old friends should not begin 
on grievances at first meeting. No, no, no. 

Row. {Aside to Sir Oliver.] Take care, pray, sir. 

Sir Oliv. Well, so one of my nephews is a wild rogue, hey? 

SirPkt. Vild f Ahl my old friend, I grieve for your dis- 
appointment there; he's a lost young man, indeed. However, 
his brother will make you amends ; Joseph is, indeed, what a 
youth should be — everybody in the world speaks well of him. 

Sir Oliv. I am sorry to hear it; he has too good a character to 
be an honest fellow. Everybody speaks well of him ! Pshaw ! 
then he has bowed as low to knaves and fools as to the honest 
dignity of genius and virtue. 

Sir Pet. What, Sir Oliver ! do you blame him for not making 
enemies ? 

Sir Oliv. Yes, if he has merit enough to deserve them. 
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Sir Pkt. Well, well — you’ll be convinced when you know 
him. Tis edification to hear him converse; he professes the 
noblest sentiments. 

Sir Oliv. Oh, plague of his sentiments ! If he salutes me 
with a scrap of morality in his mouth, I shall be sick directly. 
But, however, don’t mistake me, Sir Peter; I don't mean to 
defend Charles’s errors ; but, before I form my judgment of 
either of them, I intend to make a trial of their hearts ; and my 
I friend Rowley and I have planned something for the purpose. 

I Row. And Sir Peter shall own for once he has been mistaken. 


Sir Pkt. Oh, my life on Joseph’s honour ! 

Sir Oi.iv. Well — come, give us a bottle of good wine, aiul 
we’ll drink the lads’ health, and tell you our scheme. 

Sir Pet. A! lofts, then 1 

Sir Oliv. And don’t, Sir Peter, be so severe against your 
old friend’s son. Odds my life ! I am not sorry that lu' has 
run out of the course a little : for my part, 1 hate to sec 
prudence clinging to the green suckers of youth ; 'tis like ivy 
round a sapling, and sj)oils the growth of the tree. 

( Kxfunt. 


ACT III. 


I SCKNK I. 

I A ROOM IN SIR PF/l’KR TEAZLE’S HOUSE, 

j Pinter Sir Peter 'Peazle, Sir Oliver Sitreack, and Rowley. 

Sir Pet. Well, then, we will see this fellow first, and have our 
wine afterwards. But how is this. Master Rowley ‘I I don’t see 
} the jet of your scheme. ^ 

I Row. Why, sir, this Mr. Stanley, whom I was speaking of, is 
j nearly related to them by their mother. He was a merchant 
> in Dublin, but has been ruined by a series of unde.scrved mis- 
. fortunes. He has applied, by letter, to Mr. Surface and Charles; 
from tlie former he has received nothing but evasive promises of 
future service, while Charles has done all that his extravagance 
j has left him power to do : and he is, at this time, endeavouring 
i to raise a sum of money, part of which, in the midst of his 
I own distresses, 1 know he intends for the service of poor 
j Stanley. 

Sir Oliv. Ah 1 he is my brother’s son. 

I Sir Pkt. Well, but how is Sir Oliver personally to 

' Row. Why, sir, I will inform Charles and his brother that 

Stanley has obtained permission to apply personally to his 
friends; and, as they have neither of them ever seen him, let Sir 
Oliver assume his character, and he will have a fair opportunity 
of judging, at least, of the benevolence of their dispositions : and 
belic'-c me, sir, \ m will find in the youngest brother one who, 
in the midst o^ folly and dissipation, has still, as our immortal 
bard expresses it, -- 

“ a heart to pity, and a hand, 

Open as day, for melting charity. ’’ 

Sir Pft. Psha I What signifies his having an oj^en hand or 
purse cither, when he has nothing left to give? Well, well, make 
4he trial, if you please: IJiU . where is the fellow whom yoU 
brought for Sii’ OliveY tc examine relative to k’harles’s affairs? 

Row. Below, N\*ailing his commands, and no one can give him 
better intelligence. — This, Sir Oliver, is a friendly Jew, who, to 
do him justice, has done eveiy’thing in his power to bring your 
nephew^ to a proper sense of his extras agantc. 

Sir Pkt. Pray let us have him* in. 

Row. Desire Mr. Moses to walk up stairs. [Apart to Servant, 

, Sir Pet. But, pray, why should you supjjose he will speak the 
truth ? 

Row. Oh, 1 have convinced him that he has no chance of 
recovering certain sums advanced to Charles but through the 
bounty of Sir Oliver, who he knows is arrived ; so that you may 
depend on his fidelity to his own intcre.sts. I have also another 
evidence in my power, one Snake, w’hom I have delecteil in a 
Katlcr little short of forgery, and shall shortly produce to 
remove some of your prejudices, Sir Peter, relative to Charles 
and Lady Teazle. 

Sir I have heard too much on that subject. 


Row. Here comes the honest Israelite. 

PlnUr Moses. 

•" I his IS Sir ( )livcr. 


Sir (^liv. Sir, I understand you have lately had great dealings 
with my nephew Charles. • 

Mos. Yes, Sir Oliver, I have done all I could for him ; but he 
was mined beiore he came to me for assistance. 

Sir Oliv. That was unlucky, truly ; for you have hail no® 
opportunity of showing your talents. 

Mos. None at all ; I hadn’t the pleasure of knowing his 
distresses till he was some thousands worse than nothing. 

Sir Oi.iv. Unfortunate, inilecd I Hut I ^ujipose you have 
done all in your pow’er for him, honest Moses ? 

Mos. Yes, he knows that. This very evening I was to have 
brought him a gentleman from the city, who does not know him, 
and will, I believe, advance him some money. 

Sir Pet. What, one Charles has never hail money from 
before ? 

Mos. Yes, Mr. Premium, of Cmtched Friars, formerly a 
broker. 

Sir Pet. Fgad, Sir Oliver, a thought strikes me! — Charles, 
you say, does not know Mr. Premium ? , 

Mos. Not at all. 

Sir Pet. Now then, Sir Oliver, you may have a better opjior- 
tunity of satisfying yourself than by an old romancing tale of a 
poor relation : go siith my friend .Moses, and represent Picmium. 
and then, I’ll answer for it, you'll see your nephew- in all his 
glory. 

Sir Oi.iv. F.g.id, 1 like tliis idea belter than the otlii*!, and J 
may visit Joseph aftiTwards as old Slanh-y. 

Sir Pet. rnie so you may. 

Row. Well, this is taking Charles rather at a di.sadvantage, to 
be sure. However, Moses, \ou uiulcrstaml Sir Peter, and will be 
faithful? 

Mos. You may de[)end upon \wq. -[/.ooks at hi\ uuttt h.] 'Diis 
is near the lime I was to have gone. 

Sir Oliv. I'll accompany you as .soon as you j»Iease, M<»ses 

But hold ! I liave forgot one tiling how the plague shall I 

be able to pass for a Jew ? 

Mo.s. d’here’s no need the principal is Christian. 

Sir Oi.iv. Is he ? I'm very sorr; to hear it. Jhil, then again, 
an’t I rather too smartly dressed to look like a mnnev-lmder 

Sir Pei. Not at all ; 'twould not bi‘ out of character if you 
went in your owm carriage — would it, Moses ^ 

Mos. Not in the least. 

Sir Oliv. Well, but how must I talk ? there’s certainly .some 
cant of usury and mode of treating that J ought to know. 

Sir Pet. Oh, there’s not much to learn. The great point, as 
I lake it, is to be exorbitant enough in your demands. Hev, 
Moseg ? 


Mos. Yes, that’s a \ery great ])oint. 

Sir Oliv. 1*11 answer fort I'll not be wanting in that. I’ll 
ask him eight or ten ]ier cent, on the loan, at least. 
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M os. If you asic him no more than that you’ll be discovered 
immediately. 

1 Sir Oliv. Hey 1 what, the plague! how much then? 

Mos. Tliat depends upon the circumstances. If lie appears 
not very anxious for the supply, you should require only forty 
} or fifty per cent. ; but if you lind him in great distress, and want 
the moneys very bad, you may a.sk double. 

I Sir Pf.t. A good honest trade you’re learning, Sir Oliver I 
Sir Omv. 'I'luly, I think so — and not unprofitable. 

I Mos. Then, you know, you haven’t the money.s yourself, but 
I are forced to boirow them for him of an old friend, 

j Sir ( /Liv. Oh ! I borrow it of a friend, do 1 ? 

1 Mos. And your friend is an unconscionable dog, but you can’t 
j help that. 

i Sir Oliv. My friend an unconscionable dog? 

Mos. Yes, and he himself has not the monc^ys by him, but is 
i ^gj[eed to sell stock at a great loss. 

Sir Oliv. He is fored to sell slock at a great loss, is lie? 

• • Wellj that’s very kind of him. 

,, Sir Pf.t. I’faith, Sir C)liver — IMr. Premium, I mean you’ll 
, soon be master of the trade. But, Mo.scs ! would not you have 
! ^lim run out a littK* against the Annuity Ibll? 'Phat would !)e in 
; character, I .shouhl think. 

Mos. Very much. 

Kow. And lament that a young man now must be at years of 
‘ discretion before he is sulTered to ruin him.self. 

.Mos. Ay, great pity ! 

Sir Pk-f. And abuse the public for allowing merit to an act 
! whose only object is to snatch misfortune and imprudence from 
the rapacious gripe of usury, and give the minor a chance of 
inheriting his estate without being undone by coming into 
I possession. 

Sir Oliv. .So, so -Moses shall give me further 
i instructions as we go together. 

i Sir l*Kr. ^’(nl wdl not have much time, for your 
nephew lives hard by. 

Sir Oliv. Oh, never fear! my tutor appears so 
! able, that though C’harles lived in the next street, it 

' must be my own fault if I am n<#t a complete rogue 

i before I turn the corner. [A’.v// 7<7//; Mosks. 

Sir pF.r. .So, now, I think Sir Oliver will be con- 
vinced ; you are partial, Kowley, and would liave 
prejiared Charles for tlie other plot. 

Row. No, upon mv wonl, Sir iV-lcr. 

Sir Pkt. AVell, go bring me this Snake, and I’ll 
j hear what he h.as to say presently. 1 see Maria, and 

I want to speak with her. 1 AT// Rowlky.| I should 

; be glad to be convinced my susjiicions of Lady 

'I’eazle arul Charles were unjust. 1 have never yet 
. opened my mind on this subject to my friend 
; Joseph — I am determined I will tlo it — he will give 

' me his opinion sincerely. 

Enter Marla. 

; So, child, has Mr. Surface returned with you ? 

1 Mar. No, sir ; lie was engagoil. 

1 Sir Pkt. Well, Maria, do you not reflect, the 
j more \ou converse with that amiable young man, 

! what return his partiality for you deserves ? 
i Mar. Indeed, Sir Peter, your freipient impor- 
tunity on this subject ilislresses me extremely -you 
coiniiel me to declare that I know* no man who has 
ever paid me a particular attention whom I would 
not prefer to Mr. Surface. 

Sir Pki*. So— here’s perverseness! No, no, 


Maria, *tis Charles only whom you w'ould prefer. 'Tis evident 
liis vices and follies have won your heart. 

Mar. This is unkind, sir. You know' I have obeyed you in 
neither seeing nor corresponding with him : 1 have heard 
enough to convince me that he is unworthy my regard. Yet 
I cannot think it culpable, if, while my underslanding severely 
coiulemns his vices, my heart suggests some pity for his 
di.stre.sses. 

Sir Pet. Well, well, pity him as much as you please ; but 
give your heart and hand to a worthier object. 

Mar. Never to his brother I 

Sir Pkt. (io, perverse anil obstinate! But take care, madam; 
you have never yet known what the authority of a guardian is : 
don’t compel me to inform you of it. 

Mar. I can only say, you shall not have just reason. 'I'is 
true, by my father’s will, 1 am for a short period bound to regard 
you as his substitute ; but must cease to think you so, when you 
would compel me to be miserable. [A’v//. 

Sir Pet. Was ever man so crossed as I am, everything con- 
spiring to fret me ! I had not been involved in matrimony a 
foitiiight liefore her father, a liale and liearty man, died, on 
purpose, I believe, for the pleasure of plaguing mo with the 
care of his daughter.---But here comes iny helpmate! Slic 
appears in great good humour. How happy 1 should be if I 
could tease ficr into loving me, though but a little ! 

Enter Lady ’I’kazlk. 

Lady Tkaz. Lud ! Sir Peter, 1 hope you haven’t been 
quarrelling w ith Maria ? It is not using me well to be ill- 
humoured when I am not by. 

Sir Pet. Ah, Lady 'rea/lc, you might have the power to make 
me good-humoured at all times. 
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Lady Tkaz. I am sure I wish I had ; for I want you to be 
in a charming sweet temper at this moment. Do be good- 
humoured now, and let me have two hundred pounds, will you? 

Sir. Pet. Two hundred pounds; what, an t 1 to be in a good 
humour without paying for it? Hut .speak to me thus, and i faith 
there’s nothing 1 could refuse you. ^"ou .shall have it ; but seal 
me a bond for the repayment. 

Lady Teaz. Oh, no — there — my note of hand will do as well. 

\_OJlferin^ her hand. 

Sir Pet. And you shall no longer reproach me with not giving 
you an independent settlement. 1 mean shortly to surprise you : 
but shall we always live thus, hey ? 

Lady Teaz. If you please. Tin sure I don’t care how soon 
we leave off quarrelling, provided you’ll own you were tired first. 

Sir Hkt. Well -then let our future contest be, who shall be 
most obliging. 

Lady ’I’eaz. I assure you, Sir Peter, good nature becomes you. 
You look now as you diil before we were married, when you used 
to walk with me under the elms, and tell me stories of what a 
gallant you were in your youth, and chuck me under the chin, you 
would : and ask me if 1 thought I could love an old fellow, who 
would deny me nothing didn’t you? 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, and you wen' as kind ami attentive 

Lady 1'eaz. Ay, so I was, and would always take your part, 
when my acquaintance used to abuse you, and turn you into 
ridicule. 

Sir Pet. Indeed I 

Lady 'Peaz. Ay, and when my cousin Sophy has called }0U a 
.stiff, peevish old bachelor, and laughed at me for thinking of 
manning one who might be my father, I have alw;n.s defended 
you, and said, 1 didn’t think you so ugly by any means. 

Sir Pft. Thank nou. 

Lady Peaz. And 1 dared .say you’d make a very good sort of 
a husband. 

Sir Pet. .\nd you prophesied right ; and wc shall now be the 

• hapf)ie.st couple 

, Lady Teaz. And never tliffi^r again ? 

Sir Pet. No, never !— though at the same time, indeed, my 
cieftr Lady 'Teazle, you must watch your teinpci very seriously; for 
I in all our litth- qn rrels, my dear, .f you recollect, my love, you 
I always began fir: t. 

Lady Tkaz. I beg your [)ardon, my dear Sir Peter: indeed, 
you always g.ave the provocation. 

Sir Now see, my angel! take care - contradicting isn’t 

the way to keep friends. 

Lady 'Pfaz. 'Then don’t you begin it, my love! 

• Sir Pet. 1 h« ’'c now 1 you — you are going on. You don’t 
perceiNC, iny life, that i are just doing the very thing which you 
know always makes me angry. 

Lady I’eaz. Nay, you know' if yon wili be angry without any 
reason, my de.ir 

Sik Pei. Phere I now you want to quarrel again. 

Lady 1’eaz. No, I’m sure 1 don't: but, if you will be so 
peevish 

Sir Pft. Phero now I who bcgiii.s first ? 

Lady Teaz. Why, you, to be sure. I said nothing— but there's 
no bearing your temper. 

Sir Pet. No, no, madam : the fault’s in your own tciniXT. 

Lady Teaz. Ay, you are just what my cousin Sophy said you 
would be. 

Sir Pet. Your Cousin Sophy is a forward, impertinent gipsy. 

Lady Teaz. You arc a great bear, 1 am sure, to abuse my 
I relations. 

Sir Pet. Now may all the plagues of marriage be doubled on 
me, if ever I try to be friends with you any more ! 


FOR SCANDAL. 

Lady 'Peaz. imicli the better. 

Sir Pet. No, no, inad.nn : ’tis evident you never cared a pin 
for me, ami I was .y madman to marry you -a prrt, rural i (xinetle, 
that had refused half the honest \s(]uires in the ncighhourliood. 

Lady Tf.az. And 1 am sure I was a fool to marry uni .in old 
dangling bachelor, who was single at fifty, only because he never 
could meet with .any one who would have him. 

Sir Pet. Ay, ay, madam ; hut you weia* |)lea.sed enough to 
listen to me: yon never had such an olTer before. 

Lady Teaz. No! didn’t 1 refuse Sir 'Pivy I'errier, who eve rv- 
body said would have been a belter match ? for his estate is just 
as good as yours, ami he has broke his neck since we have been 
married. 

Sir Pet. I liave done with you, madam ! You are an unfeel- 
ing, ungrateful hut there’s an end of ever\ thing. I helit*ve \ou 
capable of e\ervthing that is had. ^'(■s, madam, 1 now hcli«'ve 
the rcport.s ndalive to \ou and ( liarles, madiim. Yes, madam, 
you and C harles are m^ without groumis - 

Lady 'Peaz. 'Take tare, Sir Piter! }ou h;ul better not in- 
sinuate any .such thing! I’ll not ho susjx-tied without c.iuse, I 
promise you. 

?1K Pft. \'erv well, mad. mi ! \er\ well! A separate main- 
tenance as so(m as you jdease. \‘es. madam, nr a ili\oi»i‘! 1 11 
make au exainpK^ ot ms self toi tin' henelit n) all old h.iclielots. 
Let rs separate, mad.ini. 

I O' Tea/.. Agreed! agreed! Ami now. niv <lear Sir Pi tt r. 
W'e ar.. o*' a mind onci' imue. we may he the haj*piest couple, ami 
never (lifter again, you know : ha! ha! ha ! Well, \on aie going 
to he in a passion, I see, ami J shall only interrupt \ou -so, 
Ine! bye! [/I’.r//. 

Sir Pet. Plagues and tortures! can’t I make her angry either! 
Oh, I am llu' most miseiahle fellow! Hut 1 11 not hear her 
jiresuming to keep her temjier: no! she ma\ break in\ lu.-ait. hut 
she shan’t keep ht'i leinj>er. 

SCLNK II. 

A ROO.M IN ( IINKLKS SIJ Kt A( L’S Iloi’SK. 

Kntv} 1 Kif, Mosrs Sik (Ii.ivi k Si kimt. 

Trip. Here, Master Moses! if wm’ll slay a moment. I’ll tr\ 
whether what’s the gentleman's name? 

Sir ()i.i\. Mr. .Moses, what is inv n.mie? I Asifie to .Mt)si. s. 

Mos. Mr. Premium. 

'Pkii*. J’remimn- \erv well. ( A'.i/’Z, takinct 

.SikOmv. 'Po judge l)\ the .Servants, r»m‘ wouldn’t believe tin* 
ina.sler was iiiiued. Hut what! — sure this was m\ brolhiiss 
house ? 

Mo.s. Yes, sir; .Mr. (’h.ules hmighl it of Mr. Joseph, witli tin* 
furniture, pictures, \i just as the old gentleman left it. Sir Peli r 
thought it a piece of e\i rav.ig.ince in him. 

Sir Oi.iv. In my mind, llu* other's laonomy in selling it to 
him was more reprehensible h\ half. 

Re-tnter Pkip. 

I’kip. My master sa}s yon must wait, gentlemen ; he h.is com- 
pany, and can’t sj)eak with nou yet. 

Sir Oliv. If he knew who it was wanted to se(.‘ him, peiliajis 
he would not send .such a im'ssagi- ? 

'Trip. Yes, yes, sir; he knows \ on are here 1 did not forgit 
little Premium: no, no, no. 

Sir Oliv. Yery well; and I |)ray, sir, what maybe \our name? 

'Prip. 'I'rip, sir; my name is Prij), .at Nour service. 

Sir Oi.iv. W(*ll, then, Mr. 'Prij), vow have a pleasant sort of 
place here, 1 guess ? 

'Trip. Why, yes— here are three or four of us pass our lime 
agreeably enough ; hut th(*n our wages are sometimes a little in 
arrear — and not very great cither- but fifty pounds a year, and 
find our own bags and boucpiets. 
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THE SCffOOL FOR SCANDAL 


Sc:kne III. 


SiK (.)i IV. Ha^s anfl hoiHiucts halters anil bastinailoes I 

[Asu/e. 

Vhiv. And <) prnfuKs, Mcjsos, have you been able to get me that 
little bill (list oiinteil '■! 

SiK (b.iv. Wauls to laise inonev, too ! — mere v on me! Has 
his (lisiresscs tO(.). I warrant, like a lord, and affects creditors and 
duns. lAsi(h. 

Mos. I\vas not to be done, indeed, Mr. d rip. 

'I’kit. (fOod laek, you surprise me! My friend Brush has 
indorsed it, and I thought when he j)Ut his name at the back of a 
bill twas the same as cash. 

Mos. No, ‘twouldn’t do. 

Trip. A small sum —but twenty 
pounds. Hark’ec* Moses, do \ou 
think you (ouldtr’t get it me by \\ay 
of annuity t 

^SiR (.)Mv. An annuity 1 ha! ha! 
r a footman raise money by way of 
annuity ! Well done, luxur\', egatl ! 

^ Mos. Well, b\it you must insure 
)our place. 

Irip. Oh, with all my heart! 

I’ll in.sure my place, and my life 
too, if you please. 

Sir Oliv. It’s more than I would 
} our neck. 1 

]\los. but is there nothing you 
could deirosil ^ 

Trip. Why. nothing capital of 
my master’s w.udrobe has dropped 
lately ; but I could give you a 
mortgage on some of his winter 
clothes, vNith csjinty of redem]»tion 
before Xovenilu'i' or you shall 
have the rewrsion of the 1^'reni h 
velvet, or a post-obit on the blue 
and sil\er ; these, I should think, 

Moses, with a few pair of point 
ruffles, as a collateral security — 
hey, my little fellow 

Mos. Well. well. [ Hell ringx. 

'Trip. Kgad. I heard the bell ! I 
believe, gt‘ntlemen. I can now 
introduce you. Don’t forget the 
annuity, little Moses! This way, 
gentlemen, I'll insure my |)hu e, you 
know. 

Sir Oi.iv. [.hs/f/r. j It tlie man 
be a shadow of the master, this is 
the temple of dissipation indeed ! 

! Exeunt. 


Scenp: III. 

ANorilKR ROOM IN THE SAME. 

Cm.xri.fs SiKK.\('F, Sir Harry Bi/mpkr, (’areless, and 

(iF.NTi.KMKN, ill a table u ith unne, 

Chas. Scrf. ’Fore heaven, ’lis true! — there’.s tlic great de- 
generacy of the age. Many of our accpiaintance have taste, spirit, 
and politeness ; but plague on’t, they won't drink. 





Care. It is so, indeed, Charles I they give into all the 
substantial luxuries of the table, and abstain from nothing but 
wine and wit. Oh, certainly society suffers by it intolerably I 
for now', instead of the social spirit of raillery th.at used to 
mantle over a glass of bright Burgundy, their conversation is 
become just like the Spa-w'aler they drink, which has ail the 
pertnoss and flatulency of champagne, wdthout its spirit or 
flavour. 

I (jENT. But w'hat are they to do who love jday better 
than wine ? 

C'akk. 'rruc ! there’s Sir Harry 
diets him.self for gaming, and is 
now under a hazard regimen. 

Chas. Surf. Then he'll have the 
worst of it. What ! you wouldn't 
train a horse for the course by 
keeping him from corn For my 
part, egad, I’m never so success- 
ful as w'hen 1 am a little merry : 
let ‘ me throw^ on a bottle of cham- 
pagne, and 1 never lo.se — at least 
1 never feel iny los.ses, which is 
exactly the .same thing. 

2 Cjknt. Ay, that I believe. 

Chas. Surf. And then, what 
man can pretend to be a believer 
in love, who is an abjurer of 
wine } Tis the test by which the 
lover knows his own heart. Fill 
a dozen bumpers to a dozen 
beauties, and she that floats at the 
top is the maid that has bewitched 
you. 

Cark. Now then, Charles, be 
honest, and give us your real 
favourite. 

C'has. Surf. Why, I have with- 
held her only in compassion to you. 
If I toast her, you must give a round 
of her peers, which is imjiossible — 
on earth. 

Cake. Oh ! then we ll find soi^je 
canonised vestals or heathen god- 
desses tliat w ill do, 1 w'arrant I • 

Chas. Surf. Here then, bum- 
pers, you rogues 1 bumpers ! Maria 1 
Maria I 

Sir Har. Maria w ho 

Chas. Surf. Oh, damn the sur- 
^ name I 'tis too formal to be regis- 

tered in Love's calendar — Maria I 

All. Maria ! 

Chas. Surf. But now, Sir Harry, beware, w^e must have beauty 
superlative. 

Cark. Nay, never study, Sir Harry : we’ll stand to the toast, 
though your mistress should want an eye, and you know you 
have a song w'ill excuse you. 

Sir Har. Egad, so I have I and I'll give him the song instead 
of the lady. \^Sings. 
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SC|.NK III 
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Here s to the maiden of liashful fifteen 


Here’s to the widow of fiflv 


Here tQjhc (laiinlin^ cxtnivai^ant quean 


And hereTxo the housewife that’s thrif^^ 


Chofus. Tx-’t the u^ast pas 


i )rink to the lass, 


1 11 warrant she’ll pro>u an excuse for the jjiass. 

Here s to tlv? charmer whose dimples we jirize 
Now to (he maid who has i one, sir : 

Here’s to the i^irl viih a pair of blue eves. 


And here’s !<• the nymph with but onty sir 


( horus, l.et the toast pass, kQ, 


Here s to the maid with a bosom of snow 


Now to her that s as browm as a berry 


Here’s to the w'ife with a lace full of woe 


And now to the damsel that s merry 


Chorus. Let the toast pass, Ac. 


For let ’em be clumsv, or let cm be slim, 


Vounf( or ancient, I care not a feather 


So fill a pint bumper (juite up to the brim 


And let us e’en toast lliem together. 


Chorus, Let the toast pass, ac. 


Ali.. Bravo! bravo! 
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An III 


THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL, 


Scene III. 


r 

F.nlit I Kii', iinJ :< C hari Ks Si rkace. 



i 

I 

I 


1 


I 

I 

I 

i 


I 


( 'h A".. Si KK. ( icrii IriMcn, you must cxi use me a little. 

( arrlrs>, lake ilic tliair, ^^ilI \<)u; 

('\Ki'. Na\, prAiiicv, C’liailrs, what now 1'his is one of 
\(aM j)(<-il«'ss Ikmii!u ->. I suppose, dropped in by elianee? 

( IMS Si Ri . No. laiiii ! lo tell you the truth, tis a Jew and 
a liiokei. \slu> are loinr h\ apj)oint!nent . 

C AKi*. ( >, <l.mm it ' ha’s have the jeu in. 

isi (ii'M. A\, and ihe broker too, by all m(.‘ans. 

.i.M) (ii M. \ \es. the Jew and the broker. 

( IMS. Srki . h’s^ad, with all iny heart! I'rip, bid the gentle^ 
men \\alk in : Fxit fRie.] d'hough there s one ot thorn a 
str.mger. I ( an tell \ on. 

( Akh. (’harhes, lei us give them some generous Ihirgundv, and 
peril. ips they’ll gr«\\ ( onsoientious. 

(‘has. SiRK. ( )h, hang 'I'ln, no! wine does but dra^^ forth a 
111 . Ill's natural (jualities , ,ind lo make them drink wouKl only bo 
l(jwv' hei their knaver\ . 

Re-t'filtr rkie, 7vith .^IK (>iivkk Sirkace and Moses. 

(‘has. Si UK. .So, honest .Mo.-.es; \^alk in, pray, Mr. I‘remiuin 
that's the gentleman s name, i.sii't it, Moses 
-Mms. \’es, sir. 

( IMS. Si KK. Set I hairs, 'Trip. -Sit down, Mr. Premium. -- 
(il.isse.s, I’rip. I Pkii* chairs and glasses^ and Sit 

down, Moses, (’ome, .Mr. Priniium, I’ll give you a sentiment; 
here’s Success to usmy ! Moses, fill the gentleman a bumper. 

Mos. Sum. ess to nsurv I \ Dr inks, 

(.’are. Right, Moses u.sury is prudence and industry, and 
ileserves to succeed. 

Sir ( )i.iv. Phon \\ii\ii Alt the success it deserves ! S^Drinks, 
('ark. No, no, that uon’t do! Mr. Premium, you have 
demurred at the toast, and must ilrink it in a {lint bumi>er. 

1ST CjENT. a pint bumper, at least. 

M«is. Oh, pra\ , sir, consider .Mr. Premium’s a gentleman. 
(’ark. And therefore love.s gootl wine, 

2 Nn (jEiNT. (jive Moses a ({u.nt glas.s this is mutiny, and a 
high contempt for the chair. 

(’ark. Here, now fort! I’ll see justice done, lo the last droj) 
ol m\ bottle. 

Sir Oi.iv. Nay, pray, gentlemen I did not expect thj.s usage. 
(’has. .Scrk. No, hang it, you shan’t; Mr. PreiniuiiPs a 
stranger. 

Sir (Jt.iv. (Jdd ! I wish I was well out of their company. [Aside, 
C akk. PlagiK’ on ’em then ! if they won’t drink, we ll not sit 
down with them. Come, Harry, the dice are in the next room. — 

( hailes, you’ll join us when you have finished your business with 
the geiuleinen t 

CuAs. SikF. I will! I --[Exeunt Sir Harry Bumper 

and ( iKNTi.EMFN : (.’AKKLF.S.S fotloivin^A^ C'areles.s ! 

( ’ \ R I . [ Returnin^^, W’el 1 ! 

Cii\s. Si'RF. Perhaps 1 may want you. 

( ARF. Oh, you know 1 am always ready ; word, note, or bond, 
tis all the same lo me. [A’v//. 

M os. Sir, this is Mr. Premium, a gentleman of the strictest 
honour and secrecy; and alw,ays performs what he undertakes. 
Mr. Pivmiiim, lliis is - — 

C'has. Si rf. Psha ! have done. Sir, my friend Moses is a 
verv honest fellow, but a little slow at expression : he’ll be an hour 
giving us oui titles. Mr. Premium, the plain state of the matter 
is this . I am an extravagant young fellow who wants to borrow 
nioiu v ; \ou 1 take lo be a prudent old fellow who have got 
inoncN to lend. 1 am blockheaii enough to give fifty per cent. 
st>. mer than not ha\e it ! and you, I presume, are rogue enough to 
t.dsi- a hundred if vou can get it. Now, sir, Vfiu see we are 
acquainted at once, and may proceed to business without farther 
M* lemony. 


Sir Oi.iv. Exceeding frank, upon my word. 1 see, sir, you 
are not a man of many compdimeiils. 

(’has. Surf. Oh no, sir ! plain dealing in busine.ss I always 
think best. 

Sir Oi.iv. Sir, I like you the better for it. However, you are 
mistaken in one thing ; I have no money to lend, but 1 believe f 
could procure some of a friend; but then he’s an unconseioi/w.'"''* 
dog. Isn’t he, Moses t 

Mos. But you can’t help that. 

.Sir Oi.iv. And must sell stock to accommodate you. Mustn’t 
he, Mo.ses ? 

Mo.s. Yes, indeed ! Vow know I always speak the truth, and 
st orn lo i(‘ll a lie ! 

Chas. .Slkf. Right. Peofile that speak truth generally do. 
But these are Irith s, Mr. Premium. What I I know money 
isn’t to be bought without paying for’t! 

Sir Oliv. Well, but w hat security could you give r You have 
no land, I suppose ^ 

Chas. Surf. Not a innle-hill, nor a twig, but what’s in the 
boHgh-pols out of the window ! 

Sir (Ji.iv. Nor any slock, I pri‘sume 

Chas. Surf. Nothing but live stock— and that only a few 
pointers and ponies. But prav, Mr. Premium, are you acquainted 
at all with any of my connections ? 

Sir Oi.iv. Why, to say the truth, I am. 

Chas. Surf. Phen you must know that I have a devilish rich 
uncle in the East Indies, Sir Oliver Surface, from whom I have 
the greatest expectations ? 

Sir Oi.iv. d'hat you have a wealthy uncle, I h.ive heard ; but 
how your expectations will turn out is more, I believe, than you 
can tell. 

(.'has. Surf. Oh no! — there can be no doubt. They tell me 
I’m . prodigious favourite, and that he talks of leaving me every- 
thing. 

Sir (Ji.iv. Indeed ! this is the first I’ve beard of it. 

Chas. Surf. Yes, yes, ’tis just .so. Moses knows ’tis true; 
don’t you, Moses ? < 

Mos. (), yes ! I’ll sw'car to’t. 

Sir Oliv. Egad, they’ll f)ersuade me [iresenlly I’m at Bengal. 

[Aside. 

Chas, Surf. Now’ I propose, Mr. Premium, if it’s agreeM)re 
lo you, a posbobit on Sir Oliver's life; though at the same time 
the old fellow has been so liberal to me, that I give you my 
word, I should be very sorry lo hear that anything had happened 
to him. 1 

Sir (Ji.iv. Not moie than 1 should, I assurg;;_;',u.7. But the 
bond you lucnlion happens to be just the worst security y«u 
crrnhl offer me — for I might live to a Iiundred and ncter see th^ 
principal. ^ 

CiiA.s. Surf. Oh yes you would ! the moment Sir Oliver dies, 
you know, you would come on me for the money. 

Sir Oliv, I'hen I believe I should be the most unwelcome 
dun you ever had in your life. 

Chas. Surf. What! 1 suppose you’re afraid that Sir Oliver is 
loo goptl a life } 

Sir Ohh. No, indeed 1 am not ; though I have heard he is as 
hale and healthy as any man of his years in Christendom. 

Chas. Surf. Phere again, now’, you are misinformed. No, 
no, the climate has hurt him considerably, pcxjr unde Oliver. 
Yes, yes, he breaks apace, I’m told- and is so much altered 
lately that his nearest relations would not know him. 

Sir Oliv. No I Ila! ha! ha I .so much altered lately that his 
nearest relations would not know him ! Ha ! ha I ha I egad — ha ! 
ha ! ha ! 

Chas. Surf. Ha! ha I — you’re glad to hear that, little 
Premium ? 
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THE SCHOOL FOR SCAXDAL. 


S( h \ r T. 


.SjK Omv. No, no, Tm not. 

Chas. Sukk. Yes, yes, you are — ha I ha I ha ! you know that 
anends your chance. 

Sir Oliv. But I'm told Sir Oliver is coming over ; nay, some 
say he is actually arrived. 

^ Chas. Surf. Psha 1 sure I must know better than you whether 
ia's come or not. No, no, rely on't he’s at this moment at 
Calcutta. Isn’t he, Moses ? 

Mos. Oh, yes, certainly. 

Sir Oltv. Very true, as you say, you must know better than I, 
though I have it from pretty good authority. Haven’t I, Moses } 

Mos. Yes, most undoubted ! 

Sir Oliv. But, sir, as I understand you want a few hundreds 
immediately, is there nothing you could dispose of ? 

Chas. Surf. How do you mean ? 

Sir Oliv. For instance, now, 1 have heard that your father 
left behind him a great quantity of massy old plate. 

Chas. Surf. O laid ! that’s gone long ago. Moses can tell 
you how better than I can. 

Sir Oliv. \^AsiJe.~\ Good lack ! all the family race-cups and 
corporation bowls ! [Aloud,~] 'I’hen it was also supposed that 
his library was one of the most valuable and compact 

Chas. Surf. Yes, yes, so it was— vastly too much so for a 
private gentleman. For my |)art, 1 was always of a communicative 
disposition, so I thought it a shame to keep so much knowledge 
to myself. 

Sir Oliv. [As/dt!,] Mercy upon me ! le.arning that h.ad jun in 
the family like an heir-loom ! -[.d A? W. ) Pray, what has become 
of the books ? 

Chas. Surf, You must inquire of the auctioneer, Master 
Premium, for 1 don’t believe even Moses can direct you. 

Mos. I know nothing of the books. 

Sir Oliv. So, so, nothing of the family property left, I 
suppo.se ? 

('has. .^tT<F. Not much, iiulced ; unless you liave a mind to 
the family pic lures. I liave got a room full of anceslors above : 


ami if you haw a taste for old |)ainiing>. ei;.id, \(»ii .shall h.i\<' 
’em a bargain ! 

Sir Oliv. Hey ! what the devil ! sure, you wouldn't sell \our 
forefathers, would )ou.^ 

('has. Surf. Kvery man of them, to the best bidder. 

Sir Omv. What ! \our great-uncles and aunts ? 

Chas. Surf. Ay, and inv gre.it-gmndfather.s and giand 
•mothers too. 

Sir Oliv. Now I give him up! [A/oud,' What the 

plague, have you no bowels for your o\mi kindred ' Odd’s lil<' ' 
do you take me for Shylock in the play, that ><)n would i.iisi* 
money of me on your own flesh and blood ? 

('has. .Surf. Nay, my liille broker, don’t be angt\ : what ne. d 
you ( are, if you have your money’s worth ? 

Sir Oliv. Well, I’ll be I he pinchaser: I*lhink I i an dispose 
of the family canvas. [yf.vA^.j Oh, I'll never forgive him lln^ ! 


never ! 


Re-enter ( ’ a r f i . k s s. 


('are. Come, (’harlcs, what kcej)s \nu.^ 

( has. Surf. 1 can’t come yet. I faitli, we are going to havt i 
sale above stairs ; here’s little IVemiuin will buy all inv ani<‘,sioi ! 
(’vkk. Oh. burn \onr ancestors ! ^ 

(’has. Surf. No, he may do that afterwards, if he j)le:ises. 
.‘^tay, C'areless, we want yon ; egad, you shall be .inetioneer 
.so come along with ns. 

(’are. (^h, have with you, if that’s the cxise. I can hnndl« a 
hammer as well as a dice-box ! 

Sir Omv. (Jh. the jirofligates ! \ Am(/' 

(’has. Surf, (.'ome, Moses, )oh shall be a[»prais('r, if \\<‘ w.im 
one. (iad’s life, little l^remiiiin, \c)u tlon’t .seem to like tin 
business. 


Sir Oi.iv. (.)ji, ves, 1 do, vastly ! lla! h.i ! ha! \e^. \es. I 
think it a rare ji^ke to sell one’s family b\ am lion h.i!‘li,i’ 
[A.sfi/e, ! ( >li, the piodig.il ! 

('n\s. Surf. I’o be sure! wlim .i in. in u.inis money, ulno 
the pl.igne should he gel as^i^Iam. e, it he tan t in. do'* liee with hi 
ow n lelalions ! i / ' xeun, 


ACT IV. 


St l:.NE I. 

.'\ VlCll RK ROOM I.V CJI.VRI KS SCRFAt’K’S IlOCSK. 

Enter ( loPRfflPS Sukim» k, Sir ( Ilivk.r SuRKAt f Mosfs, and 
* Carf:.fs.s, 

^ ' 'ha.s. SuRh U'alk in. gentlemen, prav walk in : here they 

are the family of the Surfaces, up to the ( ompiest. 

Sir Or.iv. And, in my (jpinion, a gooifly eo!le« tion. 

(.‘has Sire. .\y, ay, thy.e arc done in the line s[»iril of 
portrait ; aiming ; no voinntibe /{rare and expies.sion. Not like 
the works ol youi inodcrn Raphaels, who give yi^ii the stronge.st 
resemblance, vet contrive to make your j)c»rtrait independent of 
you ; so that you may sink the original and not hurl the picture. 
No, no; the merit of these is the inveterate likcne.ss all stiff 
and awkward as the originals, and like nothing in hu.nan nature 
besides. 

Sir Omv. Ah ! wc shall never see such figures of men again. 
Chas. Surf. I hope not. Well, you sec. Master Premium, 
what a domestic character I am ; here 1 sit of an evening 
surrounded by iny family. But come, get to your pulpit, Mr. 
Auctioneer; here's an old gouty chair of my grandfather’s will 
answer the purpose. 

Care. Ay, ay, this will do. But, Charles, I haven’t a hammer; 
and what’s an auctioneer without his hammer t 


(’has. !<rRF. K^.id, that’s lrn(\ What paif hm«*nt hav« • 
hcie Oh, our gcneiilogv in full. j faking E'ltiyjee 
lh‘rc, (.'andess, v^ii sh.ill haM; no common bit of maboioins, 
here’s the family tree tor \oii, \oii rogue! 1 liis shall be vom 
liammer, and now mui may kmn k do\Nn m\ ancestors with tln ii 
own pedigree. 

Sir Or.iv. What an unnatural rogn<- ! an ci post 
jiaiiicide! \ Asuit . 

C’ark. \’es, yes, here’s a list of yonr g<‘neralion indeed; faith. 
( harles, this is the imrst convenient thing vou < oiild ha\et'nmd 
for the business, for twill not oidy ser\<* as .i liammer, but .i 
catalogue into the bargain. (.’ome, ln'giii A-going, a going, 
a-going ! 

Chas. Si rf. Bra\o, C’areless ! W ell, here’s my great iim !<■, 
.'^ir Ri( hal’d Kaveline, a marvellous good general in his da\, I 
assure you. He served in all the Hukeof Marlborough s w ai s, 
and got that cut over his eye at ilie battle of Malpki'iiiel. What 
sav you, Mr. Prciniimi .Mook at him — there’s a hero 1 not eni 
out of his feathers, as your modern clipped eaplains are, but 
envelofred in wig and regimentals, as a geneial should be. What 
do you l»iii 

Mos. Mr. IVemium would liave you sjieak. 

Chas. Surf. W’hy, then, he .shall have him for ten pounds, and 
I’m sure that’s not dear for a stafl-oflii er. 
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Sir Oliv. \Asi(ie,'] Heaven deliver inc ! his famous line It 


Richard for ten pounds! — [Ahttd,] Very well, sir, I take him 
at that. 

Chas. Surf. Careless, knock down my unde Richard. — Here, 
now, is a maiden sister of his, my great-aunt Deborah, done by 
Knellcr, in his best manner, anil esteemed a very formidable 
likeness, 'bhere she is, you see, a shepherdess feeding her 
flock. You shall have her for five pounds ten — the sheep are 
worth the money. 

Sir Oliv. [Asu/e,] Ah! po<jr Deborah ! a woman who set such 
a value on herself I — [Atouf/.] Five pounds ten — sh^^jjiine. 

Chas. Surf. Knockdown my aunt Deborah! Here now, arc^ 
two that were a sort of cousins of theirs. — You see, Moses, these 
pictures w'ere done sonic time ago, when beaux w^ore wdgs, and n 
the ladies their own hair. 

Sir (^liv. Yes, trulv, head-dresses appear to have been a little 


lower in those days. 


Chas. Surf. Well, take that couple for the same. 


Mos. "I’is a good bargain. 


Chas. Surf. Careless I — This, now', is a grandfather of my 
mothcT^s, adearned judge, w'cll knowm on the western circuit 
What do you rate him at, Moses ? 

Mos. Four guineas. 

Chas. Surf. Four guineas I Gad’s life, you don't bid me the 
price of his wig. — Mr. Premium, you have more respect for the 
woolsack ; do let us knock his lordship down at fifteen 
Sir Oliv. By all means. 

Care. Gone ! 


Chas. Surf. And there arc two brothers of his, William and 
Walter Blunt, F.sijuires, both members of Parliament, and noted 
speakers ; and, what’s very extraordinary, 1 believe, this is the 
first time they were ever bought or sold. 
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Sir Oliv. That is very extraordinary, indeed ! I’ll take them 
at your own price, for the honour of Parliament. 

, Care. Well said, little Premium! I’ll knock them down at 
forty. 

Chas. Surf. Here’s a jolly fellow — I don’t know what relation, 
but he was mayor of Norwich ; take him at eij<ht pounds. 

Sir Oliv. No, no ; six will do for the mayor. 

Chas. Surf. Come, make it guineas, and I’ll throw you the 
two alderman there into the bargain. 

Oliv. They’re mine. 

Chas. Surf. Careless, knock down the mayor and aldermen. 
Hut, j)laguc on’t ! we shall be all day retailing in this manner ; 
do let us deal wholesale : what say you, little Premium ? Give me 
three hundred pounds for the rest of the family in the lump. 

Cake. Ay, ay, that will be the best way. 

Sir Oliv. Well, well, anything to accommodate you ; they 
arc mine. But there is one portrait which you have always 
passed over. 

Care. What, that ilMooking little fellow over the settee.^ 

Sir Oliv. Yes, sir, I mean that ; though 1 don’t think him 
so ill-looking a little fellow, by any means. 

Chas. Surf. What, that.^ Oh, that’s 
my uncle Oliver I ’iwas done 
before he went to India. 

Care. Your uncle Oliver ! 

Gad, then you'll never be 
friends, Charles. That, now, to 
me, is as stern a looking rogue 
as ever I saw ; an unforgiving 
eye, and a damned disinherit- 
ing countenance I an inveterate 
knave, depend ou’l. Don’t you 
think so, little Premium ? 

Sir Oiav. Upon my soul, sir, 

I do not ; 1 think it is as honest 
* a looking face as any in the 
room, dead or alive. But 1 
suppose uncle (,)liver goes with 
the resi of the lumber? 

Chas. Surf. No, bang it 
ril not part willi poor Noll. 

Th(* old fellow has hecn very 
good to me, and, egad, I’ll keep 
his picture wlule I’ve a room to put it in. 

Sir I'he rogue's rny 

nft])he\v after all! --[..tZ-'/Zf/. | Bie, sir, I have somehow taken a 
*.fa: ey to that picture. 

Chas. Suk:*. Tin sorry for’t, for you certainly will not have it. 
Gons, havrn’i \‘»u got enough of them? 

Sir I )i IV. I I fo’give him everything ! — L I But, 

sir, wh.n I take a whim in my head, I don't value money. Ill 
give you as much for that as for all die rest, 

Chas. Surf. Don’t tease me, master broker; I tell you I’ll not 
part with it, and there’s an end of it. 

Sir Oi.iv. \Asi<ie'^ How liki* his father the dog is ! \Aloud,\ 
Well, well, 1 have done \Asuit'] I did not perceive it before, 
but 1 think 1 never saw sulIi a sinking resemldaiKC. -fJA/W.] 
Here is a draft for your sum. 

Chas. Surf. Why, ’tis for eight hundred pound.s ! 

Sir Orav. You will not let Sir Oliver go? 

Chas. Surf. Zounds ! no ! I tell you, once more. 

Sir Oliv. Then never mind the difference, we'll balance that 
another time. But give me your hand on the bargain ; you are 
an honest fellow, Charles— I beg pardon, sir, for being so free.— 
Come, Moses. 



Chas. Surf. Kgad, this is a whimsii.d (»ld fellow’ l^nt 
hark’ee. Premium, you’ll prepare lodgings for these gcmiU men 

Sir Oliv. ^'es, yes, I’ll send for them in a day or two. 

Chas. Surf. But hold; do now send a genteel conveyance for 
them, for, I assure you, they were most of them used to ride in 
their own carriages. 

Sir Oliv. I will, 1 will — for all but Oliver. 

Chas. Surf. Ay, all but the little nahoh. 

Sir Oliv. You’re fi.xed on that ? 

Chas. Surf. Peremptorily. 

Sir Oliv. A dear extravagant rogue ! — [Aloud,] 

Good day ! (’ome, Moses. — [Asidf.^ Let me hear now who 
dares call him proHiga*te ! [Kxil ivith Mosks. 

Cake. Why, this is the oildest genius of the sort 1 ever met 
with ! • 

Chas. Surf. Egad, he’s thi‘ prince of brokers, I tliink. I 
wonder how the devil Moses got ac(|iiainted with so honest a 
fellow, lla’ here’s Rowley. Do, Careless, sav I’ll join the 
company in a few' moments. 

C\KK. I will hut don’t let tliat old blockhead juMsiiade you 
to squander any of that money on old musty 
debts, or anv such nonsense: for tiailesmen, ^ 
( hailt.'s, .are the most e\oihit.ini 
fellow s. 

Chas. Si:Kr. Verv true, and 
paying ihcin is ordy encouraging 
them. 

(’are. Nothing else. 

('has. Surf. Ay, ay, never 
fear. [A'w/ Careless. | So! this 
was an odd old fellow, indeed. 
Let me see, two-thirds of this 
is mine by right five hundred 
and thirty odd pounds ! ’Eore 
Heaven! I find one’s ancestors 
are more valu.ahhr redatjons than 
I look them for ! -daitlies and 
genlleiiK'n, your most qhedient 
and very grateful ser\ant. 

[ Hows ceremoniously to the pictures. 
/•Inter Rowi.kv. 

Ha! old Kf>w'lev! egad, you are 
just come in time to l.ike lease of 
your old acipiainlanccs. 

Row. N’es, I heard they wen* a-going. 
But I wonder you can have sm h spirits under so m.iny dlstn*sses. 

("mas. Sure. Why, there’s tlu: point ! mv distresses are so 
rnanv, that I can’t afford to part with my spirits; hut I shall he 
rich and sph'iietic, all in g<»od lime, llowexer, I suppose )ou are 
surpris(‘d that I am nia moie soiiowfnl at pailiiig with so many 
near relations ; to he sure, ’tis m i v .dluaing : hut you se(‘ they 
never move a inusi le, so why shoiilil 1 

Row'. 'J'hcTc’s no making you serious a rnoinenl. 

(’has. Surf. Yes, faith, I am so now. IJeir, nix honest 
Rowley, here, get me this changed direaly, and i.ike a hiindi(‘d 
pciunds of it immediately to old Stanley. 

Row. A hundred pounds ! k’onsidrr only 

Chas. Surf. Gad’s life, don’t talk about it ! poi.a Stanley s 
wants are pressing, and, if you don’t make h.i.ste, we shall have 
some rme call tliat ha.s a better right to the money. 

Row, Ah ! there’s the point ! I never will (ra.se dunning you 
with the r)hl proverb 

('has. Surf. He just befot e you rc ^encrou^. Why, so I woidd 
if I could ; but Justice is an old, hobbling bcMainc, and I can’t 
get her to keep jace with Generosity, for the sold of me. 
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Uow. \\*t, ('li.irlfs, hclicve nie, one hour's reflection 

(/has. Surf. Ay, ay, it’s very true ; but, hark’ee, Rowley, while 
I have, bv Heaven I’ll give; so, damn \our economy; and no>v 
f ( )r h a za r( 1 . [^Exeunt, 

SCKNE II. 

ANorUKR ROOM IN THE SAME. 

AV/Z/r Sir Omver Surf.ace and Mosks. 

M os. Well, sir, 1 think, as Sir Peter said, you have seen 
.Mr. (/li.irles in high glory; 'tis great pity he’s so extravagant. 

Sir ( )i.iv, 'Priie, hut he \\nultl not sell my picture. 

M Oh. And loves wine and women so much. 

.Sir Oi.iv. Put he wotdd not sell iny |)iclurc. 

.Mds. .Xnd games so deep. 

Sir Of.iv. But he would not sell my picture. Oh, here’s 
Fn/er Rowi.kv. 

Row. So, Sir Oliver, 1 find you have made a purchase 

Sir ( )i IV. Yes, yes, our young rake has parted with his 
ancestors like oKl tapestry. 

Row. .And here has he commissioned me to rc-delivcr you 
^art of the pun ha.sO' money -- 1 mean, though, in your necessitous 
character of ol-.l .Stanley. 

Mos. Ah ! there is the pity of all : he is so damned charitable. 

Row. And I left a hosier and two tailors in the hall, w^ho, I’m 
.siin\ won't be paid, ami this hundred would satisfy them. 

Sir Oi.iv. Well, well, I’ll pay his debts, and his benevolence 
too. Hut now I am no more a broker, and you shall introduce 
im* to thv elder brother as old Stanley. 

Row. Not yet awhile; Sir Peter, 1 know, moans to call there 
alx.iU this tiino. 

'Trip. Oh, gentlemen, I beg pardon for not show'ing you out; 
this way— Moses, a word. [Exit with Moses, 

Sir Oi.iv. There’s a fellow’ for you! Would you believe it, 
lliat i>up(»y intercepted the Jew on our coming, and wanted to 
raise money before he got to his master 1 

Row. Indeed ! 

Sir ( )i.iv. Yes, they are now planning an annuity btisiness. 
Ah, Mailer Rowley, in my days s<?rvants were content willi the 
follies of their masters, w lien they were worn a little threadbare ; 
but now' they have their vices, like ihcir birthday clothes, with 
the gloss on. \^Exeunt, 


Scene III. 

A LIBRARY IN JOSEPH SURFACE’S HOUSE. 

E?iter Jo.sKPH Si rkack and Servant, 

Jos. Si'RF. No letter from Lady Teazle.^ 

Skr. No, sir. 

|os. ScRF. 1 am surprised .she has not sent, if .she is 

jireveined from cc>ming. Sir Peter certainly does not suspect 
me. Yet I wish I may not lose the heiress, through the scrape 
1 have drawn myself into witli the w'ifc; how’ever, Charles’s 
iinpruilence and bad character are groat points in my favour. 

[ Knocking without, 

Skr. Sir, I believe that mu.st be Lady Teazle. 

|os. Si’KF. Hold! See whether it is or not, before you goto 
the door: 1 have a particular message for you if it should be my 
brotlier. 

Skr. ‘ ris her ladyship, sir ; she alw'ays leaves the chair at the 
milliner’s in the next street. 

Jos. Surf. Stay, stay : draw' that screen before the window — 
that will do ; my opposite neighbour is a maiden lady of so 
curious a temper . — \^Scrvanf draivs the screen, and exit,] 1 have 
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a difficult hand to play in this affair. Lady Teazle has lately 
suspected my views on Maria ; but she must by no means be 
let into that secret, — at least, till 1 have her more in my j>ower. • 

Enter Lady ’Peazlk. 

Lady Tkaz. What, sentiment in soliloquy now? Have you 
been very impatient? O Lud ! don’t pretend to look grave. I 
vow I couldn’t come before. 

Jos. Surf. O, madam, punctuality is a species of constancy 
very unfashionable in a lady of (juality. ^ 

Lady Tkaz. Upon my word, }ou ought to pity me. Do yon 
know Sir Peter is grown so ill-natured to me of late, and so 
jealous of Charles too — that’s the be.st of the story, isn’t it ? 

Jos. Surf. I am glad my .scandalous friends keep that up. 

[Aside. 

Lady ’Peaz. I am sure I wish he would lot Maria marry him, 
and then perhaps he woiiltl be convinced ; don't you, Mr. 
Surface ? 

Jos. Surf. [Aside.] Indeed 1 do not. — [Aloud.] (Jh, cer- 
tainly 1 do I for then my dear Lady Teazle would also be 
convinced how wrong her suspicions were of my having any 
design on the silly girl. 

Lady Tkaz. Well, well. I’m inclined to believe you. But 
isn’t it provoking, to have the most ill-natured things said of 
one? And there’s iny friend Lady Sneerw^ell has circulated I 
don’t know how many scandalous talcs of me, and all without 
any foundation too ; that's what vexes me. 

Jos. Surf. Ay, madam, to be sure, that is the provoking 
circurn.stance — without foundation ; yes, yes, there’s the morti- 
fication, indeed, for, when a scandalous stor}’ is believed against 
one, there certainly is no comfort like the consciousness of having 
deserved it. 

Lady Teaz. No, to be <iure, then I’d forgive their malice; 
but to attack me, who am really so innocent, and who never say 
an ill-natured thing of anybody that is, of any friend ; and 
then Sir Peter, too, to have him so peevish, and so suspicious, 
w’hen I know the integrity of my own heart —indeed ’tis 
monstrous 1 

Jos. Surf. But, my dear Lady Teazle, ’lis your own fault if 
you suffer it. When a husband entertains a groundless susjiicion 
of his wife, and withdraws his confidence from her, the original 
compact is broken, and she owes it to the honour of her sex 
to endeavour to outwit him. 

Lady Teaz. Indeed I So that, if he sii.spects me without 
cau.se, it follows, that the best way of curing hir^^lousy is to 
give him reason for’t? * 

Jos. Surf. Undoubtedly — for ycnir husband should never b»\ 
deceived in you : and in that case it becomes you to be frail in 
compliment to his discernment. 

Lady Tkaz. To be sure, what you say is very reasonable, and 
when the consciousness of my innocence 

Jos. Surf. Ah, my dear madam, there is the great mi.stake ! 
’tis thi^ very conscious innocence that is of the greatest prejudice 
to yon. What is it makes you negligent of forms, and careless 
of the world’s opinion ? why, the consciousness of your own 
innocence. What makes you thoughtless in your conduct, and apt 
to run into a thousand little imprudences ? why, the con.sciousness 
of your own innocence. What makes you impatient of Sir Peter’s 
temper, and outrageous at his .suspicions ? why, the consciousness 
of your innocence. 

Lady Peaz. ’Tis very true I 

Jos. Surf. Now, my dear Lady Teazle, if you would but once 
make a trifling faux pas, you can’t conceive how cautious you 
wouKl grow', and how ready to humour and agree w'ith your 
husband. 
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Lady I'faz. Do you think so? 

Jos. Surf. Oh, I am sure on’t; and then you would find all 
sfandal would cease at once, for in short, your character at 
present is like a person in a plethora, absolutely dyin^ from too 
much health. 

Lady 'I'kaz. So, so; then I perceive your prescription is, that 
1 must sin in my own defence, and part with my virtue to 
secure my reputation. 

Jos. Surf. Kxactly so, upon my credit, ma'am. 

^Lady Teaz. Well, certainly this is the oddest dex trine, and 
the newest receipt for avoiding calumny ! 

Jos. Surf. An infallible one, believe me. Prudence, like 
experience, must be paid for. 

T.ady Teaz. Why, if my understanding were once con- 
vinced — 

Jos. Surf. Oh, certainly, madam, your understanding should 
be convinced. Ves, yes — Heaven forbid 1 should persuade you 
to do anything you thought wrong. No, no, I have too much 
honour to desire it. 

Lady Teaz. Don't you think we may as well leave honour out 
of the argument ? [A'wrj. 

Jos. Surf. Ah, the ill effects of your country education, I see, 
still remain with you. 

Lady Teaz. 1 doubt they do indeed; and I will fairly own to 
you, that if I could be persuaded to do wrong, it would be by 
Sir Peter’s ill-usage sooner than your honourable logic^ alter'ail. 

Jos. Surf. Then, by this hand, which he is unworthy of 

[ Taking her hand. 

Re-enter Servant. 

'Sdeath, you blockhead, what do you want? 

Sfr. I beg your pardon, sir, but I thought you wouKl not 
choose Sir Peter to come up without announcing him. 

Jos. Surf. Sir Peter I Oons the devil ! 

Lady I’kaz. Sir Peter! () I.ud i I’m ruined I I'm ruined I 

Skr. Sir, ’twasn’t I let him in. 

T.ady 'I'eaz. Oh! Pm quite undone I Wliat will become of 
me? Now, Mr. Logic Oh! mercy, sir, he’s on the stairs — 
I’ll get behind here — and if ever I’m so imjjrudent again 

\Goes behind the screen, 

Jos. .Surf. < ive me that Ix^ok. 

[Sits dicn n. Servant pretends to adjust his chair. 

F.nter Sir I’ktf.k Teazle. 

Sir Pet. Ay, ever improving hini-self — Mr. Suifaco, Mr. 
Surface [ Pals Josefh on the shoulder. 

Jos. SuiA'^^)h, iriN <iear Sir Peter, I beg ;.')ur panlon 
\^raping,- thfoTcx a 7 <’<n the hook.\ 1 lia\e been dozing over a 
stupid i) 0 (ik. Well, I am much nbligeij to you for this call. 
You haven't been lic.e. 1 believe, .since 1 tiued uj) this room. 
Books, you know, are the only things 1 am a coxcomb in. 

SiK Pr r. Pis very neat imleed. Well, well, liiai’s proper; 
and \ou can make even your screen a source of knowledge — 
hung, 1 perceive, with maps. 

Jos. Surf. Oh }es, I find great use in that .screen. 

Sir Pet. 1 dare say you must, certainly, when you want to 
find anything in a hurry. 

Jos. Surf. Ay, or to hide anything in a hurry cither. Aside. 

Sir Pf.t. We'l, 1 have a little private business 

Jos. Surf. You need not stay. \ J'o .Servant. 

Skr. No, sir. [A’.v//. 

Jos. Surf. Here’.s a chair, Sir Peter I heg 

Sir Pet. Well, now' we are alone, there is a subject, iny dear 
friend, on which I wish to unburden my mind to you a y)oint 
of the greatest moment to my peace ; in short, my goovl friend, 
Lady Teazle’s conduct of late has made me very unha])py. 

Jos. Surf. Indeed ! 1 am very sorry to hear it. 


Sir I’ft. Vcs, tis but too plain has not tlio 1. asl rc-.n i 
for me; but, what's worse. 1 have j*irn\ coo. I autln.iav u> 
suppose she has forine«! an atlat huuMii to an<<llier. 

Jos. Surf. Indeed ! you astoni.sli me! 

Sir Pkt. Ve.s ! and, between ours<‘l\es, I think I've distovnrd 
the person. 

Jos. Sure. How ! \C)ii alarm me exceedingly. 

Sir Pet. Ay, my dear friend, I knew you would sym|»aiiii.s(‘ 
with me ! 

Jos. Surf. Ves, believe me, Sir IVter, siu h a iliscoverv woul 1 
hurt me just as miicli as it would you. 

Sir Pf/j. 1 am convinced of it. .\h ! it is a happiness to h.o - 
a friend whom w'e can trust even witli one's tainilv sec ids. 
But have you no guess who I mean ? 

Jos. Si^RF. I haven’t the most <jistant ^loa. It can't lx' 
Sir Benjamin Backbite ! 

Sir Pft. Oh no ! what say yon to ( harles.' 

Jos. Surf. My brother! impossible! 

Sir Pet. ()h, my dear friiMid, tli(‘ goodness (»t >()ur own heaii 
misleads you. \’ou judge of others by yourse lf. 

Jos. Surf. (. Vrtainh , Sir IVter, tlie heart lh.it is c < msMons < .1 
its own integrity is ever sh)\v to i redit another's tn aclu i v . 

Sir Pet. d'rui^; but yoi brother has no .sentiment \ on never 
hear him talk .so. 

Jos. Surf. Vet J can’t but think Lady 'rea/lc lieisell has to(^ 
muc h prir. ioie. 

.Sir lV:r. Ay ; but what is princi(»Ie against tiu? Ilatterv of a 
handsome, lively young fellow * 

Jos. Surf. 'I'h.at’s very imk'. 

Sir Pkt. And then, you know', the dilTerence of our agi’s 
mxke.s it very inipro!).il)li‘ that she should have any gre.it 
affection for me; and if she were to be fiail, and I wi‘re to 
make it public, why the trAvn would only laugh at me, the 
foolish old baehidor who h.nl married a gill. 

Jos. Sure. That's true, to be sure lli«*y would laugh. 

Sir Pur. I.aiigh ! ay, and make ball.uls, and jsd.igiaphs. .m l 
the devil knows w hat of me. 

Jos. .Surf. No, \ou must neviT make it jiublic'. 

Sir Pfi'. But ihtm, again that th(‘ ni'j*h(‘W of m\ old fru nd. 
Sir ( )liver, should he i1k.‘ person to alteinj)t sm li .i wiong, Inui- 
me mor<‘ neailv. 

Jos. Surf. Ay, ihcrc.’s the ]»oint. When ingratilude b,iih-^ 
the ilart of injurv, the wound has doiihh* <langei in il. 

.Sir Pit. Ay I, that was, m a maniu'r, !(‘ll his -pi.iidi.in , in 
wJiosc house he had been so often enlcuiaim'd ; who never in my 
life denied lilm my ailviie ! 

J<js. .Surf, Oh, ’tis not 1(» be i ledited ! d'hei<* mav b<- a man 
capable of such baseness, to be sun*; but, for mv pari, till yoe 
can give me positive j)r()ols, I cannot [)nt ilonbt il. Howe\( r, i: 
it sliould be proved on him, lie is no longer a l)rotln*i ol miiK 
I disclaim kindred with liim : tor the man who (an bK-.ik the law , 
of hospitalitv, and tempi the wile (;t his friend, de^t ives to b. 
branded as the ]»est ol so« iel\ . 

.Sir IV'.r. What a difference tlieie is between y<Mi I W h.u 
noble sentiments ! 

Jos. .SffRF. Vh*t I c annot suspect L.idy d’eazlc’s honour. 

Sir Pet. I am sure I wish to think well ol her, <md to rrmu. • 
all ground of cpiarrel between ns. .Sfie has lately rej>r()ai h« 1 
me more than once witli li.iving made no selih inenl on le ) , 
and, in our last <piarrcl, she almost liintcd tiiai she slaaiM n<*’ 
break her heart if I was dead. Now, as we sta in to diffei m (»ir 
iileas of expense, I liave rCsol veal she sliall have her own w.i,. 
and be h( r own mistress in that respta t hu the iniuic ; ;md, it I 
were Itj die, she will find I have nt>l been iualleiiiivi lo ),, i 
interest whiic living. Heie, my tiieiid, arc? the? di. ifts of 
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deeds, wliich I wish to have your opinion on. By one, she will 
enjoy eight hundred a year independent while I live; and, by 
the other, the bulk of my fortune at my death. 

Jos. Si’RF. This conduct, Sir Peter, is indeed truly generous. 
— {Aside, 1 I wish it may not corrupt my pupil. 

Sir Pki-. Yes, I am determined she shall hiwe nb cause to 
complain, though I would not have her acquainted with the latte/ 
instance of my affection yet awhile. 

Jos. ScRF. Nor I, if 1 could help it. [Aside, 

Sir Pei. And now, my dear friend, if you please, wc will talk 
over the situation of your hopes with Maria. 

Jos. ScRK. {Softly. \ Oh no, Sir Peter; another time, if you 
please. 

Sir Pet. I am sensibly chagrined at the little progress you 
seem to make in her affections. 

Jos. Surf. {Softly,'] I beg you will not mention it. What are 
my disappointments when your happiness is in debate 1 — 
{Aside.] 'Sdealh, I shall be ruined every w ay I 

Sir Pet. And though you are averse to my acquainting Lady 
Teazle with your passion for Maria, Pm sure she*s not your enemy 
in the affair. 

Jos. Surf. Pray, Sir Peter, now oblige me. I am really too 
much affected by the subject we have been speakiog of to 
bestow a thought on my own concerns. The man who is 
entrusted with his friend’s distresses can never 






Act IV. 


THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 


SlKNK III. 


i Re-enter Servant. 

Well. 

Ser. Your brother, sir, is spcakin^f to a gentleman in the 
btrect, and says he knows you are within. 

Jos. Surf. *Sdeaih, blockhead, Tm not within — I'm out for 
I the day. 

I Sir Pet. Stay— hold — a thought has struck me: — you shall 
be at home. 

! Jos. Surf. Well, well, let him up . — [Kvtt Servant.] He’ll 
j interrupt Sir Peter, however. [Astde. 

I Sir Pet, Now, my good friend, oblige me, I entreat you. 

Before ^'barles comes, let me conceal myself somewhere ; then 
i do you tax him on the point we have been talking, and his answer 
I may satisfy me at once. 

Jos. Surf Oh, fie, Sir Peter ! would you have me join in so 
I mean a ^^-ick ? — to trepan my brother too } 

Sir Pet. Nay, you tell me you are sure he is innocent ; if so, 
you do him the greatest service by giving him an opportunity to 
clear hitiiself, and you will set my heart at re.st. Come, you 
i shall not refuse me : here, behind the srreen will be Hey ! what 
the devil 1 there seems to be one listener here already — I’ll swear 
! 1 saw a petticoat I 

Jos. Surf. Hal hal hal Well, this is ridiculous enough, 
ril tell you, Sir Peter, though I hold a man of intrigue to be a 
most despicable character, yet, you know, it docs not follow 
that one is to be an absolute Joseph either! Hark’ee, ’tis a 
i little French milliner, a silly rogue that plagues .ne ; anti ' aving 
some character to lose, on your coming, sir, she ran behind the 
screen. 

Sir Pet. Ah! you rogue — -But, egad, she has overheard all 
1 have been saying of my wife. 

Jos. Surf. Oh, ’twill never go any farther, you may depend 
, upon it 1 

Sir Pet. No 1 then, faith, let her hear it out. — Here's a closet 
will do as well. 

Jos. Surf, Well, go in there. 

Sir Pkt. Sly rogue 1 sly rogue. [Goes into the closet. 

Jos. .Surf, A narrow escape, indeed ! and a curious situation 
I’m in, to part man and wife in this manner. 

l.ADY 1 'kaz. [Peepinir.] Couldn’t I steal off? 

Jos. Surf. Keep close, my angel I 

Sir Pet. [Peepingi] Joseph, tax him home. 

Jos. SuRi-. Back, my dear friend ! 

Lady Tkaz. [Peeping^^ Couldn’t you lock Sir Peter in? 

Jos. Surf. Be still, my life ! 

Sir Pet. \_Petping?\ You’re sure the little milliner won’t blab? 
^ Jo.s. Surf. Ip, in, my dear Sir Peter! — 'Fore Gad, I wish I 
had a key to the door. 

• Enter Charles Surface. 

C’has. Surf. Holla! brother, what has been the matter? Your 
follow would not let me up at first. What ! have you had a Jew 
or a wench with you ? 

Jos. Surf. Neither, brother, I assure you. 

Chas. Surf. But what has made Sir Peter steal off ? 1 thought 
he had been with you. 

Jos. Surf. He r/w, brother; but, hearing you were coming, 
he did not choo.se to slay. 

Chas. SuRf. What 1 w’as the old gentleman afraiil I wanted to 
borrow money of liim ^ 

Jos. Surf. No, sir; but 1 am sorry to find, Charles, you have 
lately given that worthy man grounds for great uneasiness. 

Chas. Surf. Yes, they tell me I do that to a great many 
worthy men. But how so, j)ray ? 

Jos. Surf. To be plain with you. brother, he thinks you are 
endeavouring to gain Lady Teazle’s affections from him. 

Chas. Surf. Who, I ? O Liid ! not I, upon my word. — Ha! 
ha ! ha ! ha 1 so the old fellow has found out that he has got a 


young wife, has he? -or, what is worse, T.avly Teazle has found 
out .she has an old husbatid ? 

Jos. Surf. This is no subject to jest on, brother. He wlio 
can laugh 

Chas. Surf. True, true, as you were going to say then, 
seriously, I never had the least idea of what yc^u charge me with, 
upon my honour. 

Jos. .Surf. Well, it will give Sir Peter great .satisfaction to hear 
this. [Riii.siog hix 7 <>fie. 

Chas. Surf. To be sure, 1 once thought the lady seeineii to 
have taken a faiKv to me; hut, upon my soul, I never gave her 
the least encouragement. Besides, you know my attachment 
to Maria. 

J'» . Su . ^ But sure, brother, even if l.ady 'I'ea/.le hail be- 
trayed the tordc.st partiality f(*r you 

Chas. Surf. Why, look'ee, Josc[)h, I hape I shall never 
deliberately do a dishonourable action ; but if a pretly W'oman w.i.s 
piirpc.^ ly to throw herself in my wav- and that pretty woman 

married to a man oM enough to be her father 

Jo.S. Sl'RF. W’^cll ! 

C’has. Surf. Why, 1 believe I should be obliged to 

Jos. Surf. Wha* ? 

'/has. Surf. To borrow a little of your morality, that’s all , 
But, brother, do you know now that you surprise me excecd- 
iiig.y, by n.iming me w ith Lady Teazle ; for, i ’faith, I always 
unde. stood \t)ii wtp; her favourite. 

J »s. SiiRF. ( ‘h, for shame, Charles ! I’his retort is foolish. 
(’has. Surf. Nay, I s\v(‘ar 1 have .seen you exchange .such 

signif ^nt glances 

J* Surf. Nay, nay, sir, this is no jest. 

(/has. Surf. F.gad, I’m serious! Don’t you remember one 
day, when 1 called here - * 

Jos. Surf. Nay, pr’vthee, C'harlcs 

Chas. Surf. And found you together 

Jos. Surf. Zounds, sir, 1 insist- - 

(’has. Surf. And another time wlien your servant — 

Jos. Surf. Brother, brother, a word with you ! — 

Gad, I must slop him. 

Chas. Surf. Informed, I .say that 

Jos. Surf. Hu.sh! I beg your pardon, but Sir Peter has 
overheard all we have been saying. 1 knew you w'ould clear 
yiiur.self, or I should not have consented. 

(’has. S(fRF. How, Sir Peter I Where is fie.*^ 

Jos. Surf. Softly, there ! [Points to the doset. 

(’has. Surf. Oh, ’fore Heaven, I’ll have him out. Sir Peter, 
come forth I 

Jos. Surf. No, no 

C’has. Surf. I say, Sir Peter, come into court. [Pulls in 
Sir IViFR.J What! rny old guardian I Wh.ii ! turn iiKpiisilo/*, 
and take evidence incog. ^ 

Sir Pep. (live me your liand, ( h.irles I beliese I have 
suspected you wrongfully ; Iml you musli/l be angry with 
Joseph 'twas my plan! 

Chas. Surf, indeed ! 

Sir Pet. But 1 acipiit you. T promise you 1 don’t think near 
so ill of you as I did : what 1 have heard has given me great 
satisfaction. 

(/has. Surf. Kgad, then, ’iwas liuky you didn’t hear any 
more. Wasn’t it, Josej)h ? [ Apat t to JnsFi ii. 

Sir Pet. Ah ! you windd have retorted on him. 

Chas. Surf. Ay, ay, that was a joke. 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, 1 kiunv his honour loo well. 

Chas. Si kf. But you wight as well have sns[>eclcci him as ///e in 
this mutter, for all that. .Mightn’t he, josejdi." [Apii/V/o Justrii, * 
Sir Pi i. Well, well, I l)clieve you. 

jos. Surf. Would liiey w'cre both out ol tlic room! [Aside. 
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SiK Pet. And in future, perliaj)s, wo may not be such 
strangers. 

Re-enter Servant, and whispers Joseph Surface. 

Serv. Lady Snoorwcll is below, and says she will come up. 

Jos. Surf. Lady Snoerwell ! Gad's life! she must not come 
hero. [Rxit Servant.] Gentlemen, I beg parilon — -I must wait on 
you downstairs : hero is a person come on particular business. 

Chas. Surf. Well, you can see him in another room. Sir 
Peter and 1 have not met a long time, and I have something to 
say to him. 

Jos. Surf. {Aside.] They must not be left together. — [^Aloudi] 
ril send this man away, and return directly . — {Aside to Sir 
Peter.] Sir Peter, not a word of the French milliner. 

Sir Pft. [Aside to Joseph Surkack.] II not for the world ! — 
{R.xii Joseph Surf.] Ah, Charles, if you associated more with 
your brother, one might indeed hope for your reformation. He 
is a man of sentiment. Well, there is nothing in the world so 
noble as a man of sentiment. 

Chas. Surf. Psha ! he is too moral by half ; and so apprehen- 
sive of his good name, as he calls it, that 1 suppose he would as 
soon let a prie.st into his house as a wench. 


Sir Pet. No, no, — come, come, — you wrong him. No, no ! 
Joseph is no rake, but he is no such saint either, in that respect. 

[/Ij/if/f.] I have a great mind to tell him — we should have 
such a laugh at Joseph. 

Chas. Surf. Oh, hang him 1 he's a very anchorite, a young 
hermit ! 

Sir Pet. Hark'ee — you must not abuse him : he may chance 
to hear of it again, I promise you. 

Chas. Surf. Why, you won’t tell him ? 

Sir Pet. No — but — this w'ay. — [Aside.] Egij[l, I’ll tell him. 
— [Aloud.] Hark’ee — have you a mind to have a good laugh at 
Joseph ? " < 

Chas. Surf. 1 should like it of all things. 

Sir Pet. Then, i’faith, wc will 1 I’ll be quit with him for dis- 
covering me. He had a girl with him when 1 called. [ Whispers. 

Chas. Surf. What I Joseph ? you jest. 

Sir Pet. Hush 1 — a little French milliner — and the best of the 
jest is— she’s in the room now. 

Chas. Surf. The devil she is ! 

Sir Pet.'* Hush 1 I tell you. [Points to the screen. 

Chas. Surf. Behind the screen I ’Slife, let’s unveil her 1 

Sir Pet. No, no, he’s coming : — ^you shan’t, indeed I 

Chas. Surf. Oh, egad, wx’ll have a peep at the little milliner I 

Sir Pet. Not for the world I — Joseph will never forgive me. 

Chas. Surf. I’ll stand by you 

Sir Pet. Odds, here he is I 

[Charles Surface throws down the screen. 

Re-enter Joseph Surface. 

Chas. Surf. Lady Teazle, by all that’s wonderful ! 

Sir Pet. Lady Teazle, by all that’s damnable ! 
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CiiAS. Surf. Sir Peter, this is one 'of the smartest French 
milliners I ever saw. Egad, you seem all to have been 
diverting yourselves here at hide and seek, and 1 don’t see who 
is out of the secret. Shall I beg your ladyship to inform me ? 
Not a word ! — Brother, will you be pleased to explain this 
matter? What! is Morality dumb too? — Sir Peter, though I 
found you in the dark, perhaps you are not so now I All 
mute I— Well -though I can make nothing of the affair, I 
suppose you perfectly understand one another; so I’ll leave 
you to yourselves . — {Going Brother, Pm sorry to find you 

have given that worthy man grounds for so much uneasiness. — 
Sir Peter I there’s nothing in the world so noble as a man of 
sentiment I [Alvi/. 

j Jos. Surf. Sir Peter — notwithstanding — I confess — that 
I appearances are again.st me — if you will afford me your patience 
I — I make no doubt — but 1 shall explain everything to your 
j satisfaction. 

; Sir Pkt. If you please, sir. 

1 Jos. Surf. The fact is, sir, that Lady Teazle, knowing my 
! pretensions to your ward Maria-^ I say, sir, Lady Teazle, being 
j apprehen.sive of the jealousy of your temper— and knowing my 
j friendship to the family — she, sir, I say— called here- in order 
I that — I might explain these pretensions- but on your coming 
I being apprehensive— as I said — of your jealousy — she withdrew - 
and this, you may depend on it, is the whole truth of the matter, 
i Sir Pkt. A very clear account, upon my word ; and I dare 
j swear the lady will vouch for every article of it. 

1 Lady Teaz. For not one word of it. Sir Peter I 

I Sir Pkt. How! don’t you think it worth while to agree in 

the lie ? 

I Lady Teaz. There is not one syllable of truth in what that 
gentleman has told you. 


Sir Pf.t. I believe you, upon my soul, ma’am ! 

Jo.s. Surf. [Asuie to Lady Teazi.f..] S’dcath, madam, will 
you betray me ? 

Lady Tkaz. (lood Mr. Hypocrite, by your leave, I’ll speak 
for myself. 

Sir Pkt. Ay, let her alone, sir ; you’ll find she'll make out a 
better story than you, without prompting. 

Lady Teaz. Hear me. Sir Peter! - I came here on no matter 
relating to your ward, and even ignorant of this gentleman’s 
pretensions to her. But I came, seduced by his insidious 
arguments, at least to listen to his pretended passion, if not to 
sacrifice your honour to his baseness. 

Sir Pet. Now, 1 believe, the truth is coming, indeed ! 

Jos. Surf. The woman’s mad 1 

Lady 'Pkaz. No, sir ; she has recovered lyr senses, ami your 
own arts have furnished her with the means. —Sir Peter, I do tuH 
expect you to credit me- but the tenderness you exprcsseil for 
me, when I am sure you could not think I was a witness to it, 
has so penetrati'd to my heart, that had I left the place without 
the shame of this discovery, my future life should have spoketi 
the sincerity of my gratitude. As fijr that smooth-tongued 
hypocrite, who would have seduced the w ife of his too credulous 
friend, while he affiTlcd honourable adilresses to his ward — f 
behold him now in a light so truly despicable, that I shall nevtT 
again n‘S[)Oct myself for having lisieneil to him. [A.n/. 

Jos. Surf. Notwithstanding all this, Sir Peter, Heaven 
knows 

Sir Pkt. 'Phat you are a villain ! and so I leave you to your 
conscience. 

Jos. Surf. You are too rash. Sir Peter ; you shall hear me. 
The man who shuts out conviction by refusing to — — 

[Kxeuni Sir Pf.tf.r and JoSEiui Surface, talking. 


Scene I. 

THE LIBRARY IN JOSEPH SURFACE’S HOUSE. 

Enter Joseph Surface and Servant. 

Jos. Surf. Mr. Stanley! and why should you think I would 
see him? You must know* he comes to ask something. 

Ser. Sir, I should not have let him in, but that Mr. Rowley 
came to the door with him. 

Jos. Surf. Psha 1 blockhead 1 to suppose that I should now 
be in a teinpci^to receive visits from poor relations I — Well, wdiy 
*don’t you show the fellow up ? 

Ser. I w ill, sir. — Why, sir, it was not my fault that Sir Peter 
iliscovcred my lady 

Jos. Surf. Go, fool ! — {Exit Servant.] Sure Fortune never 
played a man of my policy such a trick before 1 My character 
wdth Sir Peter, my hopes with Maria, destroyed in a moment! 
I’m m a rare humour to listen to other people’s distres.ses 1 
1 shan’t be able to bestow even a benevolent sentiment on 
Stanley. — So I here he comes, and Rowley with him, 1 must 
try to recover myself, and j)ut a little charity into my face, 
however. {Exit, 

Enter Sir Oliver Surface and Rowley. 

Sir Oliv. What! docs he avoid us? That was he, was it not? 

Row. It was, sir. But I doubt you are come a little too 
abru])tly. His nerves are so weak, that the sight of a poor 
relation may be tbo much for him. 1 should have gone first to 
break it to him. 

Sir Oliv. Oh, plague of his nerves! Yet this is he whom 
Sir Peter extols as a man of the most benevolent way of 
thinking 1 


ACT V. 

Row. As to his way of thinking, I cannot pretend to decide ; 
for, to do him justice, he appears to have as much speculative 
benevolence as any private gentleman in the kingdom, though he 
is seldom so .sen.sual as to indulge himself in the exercise of it. 

Sir Oi.iv. Yet he has a string of charitable sentiments at his 
fingers’ ends. 

Row. Or, rather, at his tongue’s end. Sir Oliver ; for I believe 
there is no sentiment he has such faith in as that “ Charity begins 
at home." 

Sir Oliv. And his, I prc.sume, is of that domestic sort which 
never stirs abroad at ail. 

Row. I doubt you’ll find it so ; — but he’s coming. I mustn’t 
seem to interrupt you ; and you know', immediately as you leave 
him, I come in to announce your arrival in your real character. 

Sir Oliv. I’rue; and afterwards you II meet me at Sir Peter’s. 
Row'. Without losing a moment. {Exit^ 

Sir Oliv. I don’t like the complaisance of his features. 
Re-enter Joseph Surface, 

Jos, Surf. Sir, I beg you ten thousand pardons for keeping 
you a moment waiting. — Mr. Stanley, I presume. 

Sir Oliv. At your service. 

Jos. Surf. Sir, 1 beg you w ill do me the honour to sit down 
I entreat you, sir. 

Sir Oliv. Dear sir— there’s no occasion. — [Aside.] Too civil 
by half I 

Jos. Surf. I h.Tvc not the pleasure of knowing you, Mr. 
Stanley ; but I am extremely happy to see you IcxA so w'ell. 
You were nearly related to my mother, I think, Mr. Stanley? 
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SiK Omv. ] was, sir; so nearly that rny present povcrtv, I 
frar. may do discredit to her wealthy children, else I should not 
have f»resuined to trouble you. 

Jos. Surf. Dear sir, there needs no apology; he that is in 
distress, though a stranger, has a right to claim kindred with 
the w'c.dtliy. J am sure I wish I was one of that class, and had 
it in my power to offer you even a small relief. 

Srk ( )liv. If your uncle, Sir Oliver, were here, I should have 
a friend. 

Jos. .Surf. I wish he was, sir, with all my heart: you should 
not want an advcK ate with him, Ijclieve me, sir. 

Sir Oliv. I should not need one my distresses would recom- 
mend mc\ Hut I imagined his bounty would enable you to 
bcHome the agent of his charity. 

I Jos. Surf. M). dear sir, you were strangely misinformed. 

Sir Oliver is a worthy man, a very vvorthy man; but avarice, 

! Mr. Siafdey, is the vice of age. I will tell you, my good 

I sir, iti confidence, what he has done for me has been a mere 
! ^ nothifig ; though people, I know, have thought other^vise, and, 
for my part. I never chose to contradict the report. 

• Sir Ot.iv. What 1 has he never tran.smitted you bullion — 

I jupees pagodas ? 

t b>s. ScKK. ( )h, dear sir, nothing of the kind ! No, no; a few' 

[)resrnls now' and then — china, shawls, congou tea, avadavats, 
and hulian crackers — little more, believe me. 

Sir Oiav. Here’s gratitude for tw'elve thoiusand pounds I — 
Availavafs and Indian crackers! {Aside. 

Jos. Surf. 'Fhen, iny dear sir, you have heard. 


defend it — and now' I feel it doubly culpable, since it has 
deprived me of the pleasure of serving you, Mr. Stanley, as 
my hoart dictates. 

Sir Guv. [Aside.'] Dissembler! — [AJoudi] Then, sir, you 
can*t assist me ? 

Jos. Surf. At present, it grieves me to say, I cannot; but, 
whenever I liavc the ability, you may depend upon hearing from 
me. 

Sir Omv. I am extremely sorry 

Jos. Surf. Not more than I, believe me; to pity, without 
the {)ow'er to relieve, is still more painful than to ask and be 
denied. 

Sir Oliv. Kind sir, your most obedient humble servant. 

Jos. Surf. You leave me deeply affected, Mr. Stanley. — 
William, be ready to open the door. [(\t//s to Servant. 

Sir Omv. Oh, dear sir, no ceremony. ^ 

Jos. Surf. Your very obedient. 

Sir Oliv. Your most obsequious. 

Jos. Surf. You may depend upon hearing from me, whenever 
I can be of service. 

Sir Omv. Sweet sir, you are' too good. 

Jos. Surf. In the meantime 1 wish you health and spirits. 

Sir Omv. Your ever grateful and perpetual humble serwuit. 

Jos. Surf. Sir, yours as sincerely. 

Sir Oliv. [Aside.] Charles, you are my heir. [Exit. 

Jos. Surf. This is one bad effect of a good character; it 
invites application from the unfortunate, and there needs no 
small degree of address to gain the reputation of benevolence 
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without incurring the expense. The silver ore of pure charity 
is an expensive article in the catalogue of a man’s gCKid 
cpialilies ; whereas the sentimental French plate T use instead 
of it makes just as good a show, and pays no tax. 

Re-enter Rowley. 

Row. Mr. Surface, your servant; I was apprehensive Cif 
interrupting you, though my business demands immediate atten- 
tion, as this note will inform y(m. 

Jos. .Surf. Always happy to see Mr. Rowley. \Reads the 
letter Sir Oliver Surface ! — My uncle arrived ! 

Row. lie is, indeed ; we have just parted — quite well, after a 
speedy voyage, and impatient to embrace his worthy nephew. 

• Jos. Surf. l*am astonished ! — William ! stop Mr. .Stanley, if 

^he's not gone. {^Catls to Servant. 

• Row. Oh I he’s out of reach, I believe. 

Jos. Surf. Why did you not let me know this wdien you c.ame 
in together? 

Row. I thought you had particular business. J3ut I must be 
gone to infonn your brother, and appoint him here to meet your 
uncle. He will be w'ith you in a quarter of an hour. 

Jos. Surf. So he says. Well, I am strangely overjoyed at 
his coming. • [AMe.] Never, to be sure, was anything so 
damned unlucky! 

Row, You w ill be delighted to see how well he looks. 

Jos. Surf. Oh I Tin overjoyed to hear it. — [Aside.] Just at 
this time ! 

Row. ril tell him how impatiently you expect him. 

Jos. Surf. Do, do; pray give my best duty and affection. 
Indeed I cannot express the sensations I feel at the thought of 
seeing him.— [A'.ri/ Rowxey.] Certainly his coming just at this 
time is the cruellest piece of ill-fortune. [Exit. 


ScENii II. ! 

A ROOM IN SIR VKIFM TEAZLh.’S IIOUSK. ! 

Enter Mrs. C^andoi k tfnd Maid. ’ 

Maid. Indof'd, ma’am, my lady will s(‘<* nobody ly present. 

Mrs. C'an. Did you tell her it was Ikt friend Mrs. (/aiidoui ? ' 

Maid. Yes, ma'am ; but she begs you will (‘X( use her. 

Mrs. Can. Do gf) again ; 1 shall be glad to see lic*r, if it be 
.only for a moment, fr)r 1 am sure she must be in grt‘a! distress. - 
[Aa*// Maid.] Dear bear!, bow piajvoking ! I’m not mistress of | 
half the circumsiance.s ! We shall have the whole affair in the 
new.spa[)ers, with the names of the parlies at length, before 1 li.ive 
dropped the story at a dozen houses. 

Eotff Sir Rknjamin Hai kiuik. 

Oh, dear Sir lUmjamin ! you have ht*ard, 1 snpjiose 
.Sir Ben. Of Latly ’Feazle ainl Mr. Snifai^e 
Mrs. Can. And Sir Peter’s discovery 
Sir Bk.n. Oli, the strangest pie(.e of business, to bo sure ! 

Mrs. Can. Well, I never was so surprised in luy life. I am 
so .Sony for all paities, indeed. 

Sir 13en. Now', I don't pity Sir Peter at all : be was so 
extravagantly partial to Mr. .Surface. ! 

Mrs. Can. Mr. Surface I Wliy, 'twas with Cliarlos J.ady 
Teazle was detected. ; 

Sir Hen. No, no, I tell you: Mr. Surfare is tin- gallant. 

Mrs. ('an. No siu h thing! Charles i.s the man. "Pwas ' 
Mr. Surface brought Sir Peter on purj)0.se to disc. over them. 

Sir Ben. 1 tell \ou 1 had it from one ; 

Mrs. Can. And I have it troin one — 

Sir Ben. Who hat! it from one, who had it 

Mrs. Can. I'Vom one immediately. But here comes Lady ! 
Sneerw'cll ; perhaps she know s the whole affair. 

En/tr I.ADY Snefrwki.i.. 

! 

Lady Snkk.r. So, my dear Mrs. Candour, here’s a sad affair 
of our fric'ud Lady Peazle 1 


^9 





An THE SCHOOL 

Mrs. C’an. Ah, my drar friend, who would have thouj^ht 

Lady Sni-kr. Well, there is no Irusiin^ to appearances; 
though, indeed, she was always trK> li\ely for me. 

Mrs. Can. To he sure, her inanncrs were a little too free; 
but then she was so y(nin^ ! 

f.ADY Snkkr. And had. indeed, some good (puilities. 

Mrs. ('a\. So she ha«l, indeed. lJut have you heard the 
particulars ? 

Lady Snkkr. No; hut eveiA body says that Mr. Surface 
Sir IIkn. Ay, there ; I told you Mr. Surface was the man. 

Mrs. (’an. No, ik^ : indi'ed the assignation was with Charles. 
I^ADv Snkkr. With Charles! You alarm me, Mrs. C’andoiir ! 
Mr.s. C'an. ^\^s, yes; he was the lover. Mr. Surface, to do 
him justice, was only the informer. 

Sir Bkn. WelC 1 11 trot ilispute w ith you, Mrs. Candour ; but 

hr. it whi('h it may, 1 hope that Sir Peter s wound will not 

Mrs. (/an. Sir Peter’s wound! ( )h, mercy ! I didn’t hear a 
word ol their fighting. 

Lady Snu r. Nor I, a .syllable. 

.Sir Bkn. No! what, no mention of the tiuel? 

Mrs. (’an. Not a word. 

• Sir Bi n. Oh, yes ; they fotight before they left the room. 

Lady Snkkr. Pray, let us hear. 

.Mrs. Can. Ay, do oblige us with the duel. 

Sir Bkn. “ .S’/r,” says Sir Peter, immediately after the dis- 
covi TV, " vfH4 itft if most unf^rateful felUnv. ' 

Mks. ('an. Ay, to (Charles 

.Sir Bkn. .No, no to Mr. Surface— “ (t most ungrateful fellow; 
and old as J am, Sirf says he, insist on immediate satis- 
fh lion," 

Mrs. (/an. Ay, that mu.st ha\e been to Charles; for ’lis very 
nnlikt.'ly Mr. Surface should fight in his own house. 

StR Bkn. (iatl’s life, ma’am, not at all i^wini^ me immediate 
salii^fution." On this, ma’am, Lady I'eazle, seeing Sir Peter in 
such danger, ran out of the room in stiong hysterics, and C’harlcs 
after her, calling out for hartshorn and water; then, madam, they 

began to fight with sw'onls ^ kCO 

Enter Crabi'Rke. ' 

(/ram. With pistols, nejihew pistoKsI I have it from iin- 
tlouhled authority. 

Mrs. Can. Oh, Mr. C’rahtree, then it is all true! 

C kau. Too true, indeed, madam, and Sir Peter is dangerously 
wounded 

Sir Bkn. By a thrust in second quite through his left .side 

( rab. Uy a bullet lodged in the thorax. 

Mrs. (’an. Mercy on me ! Poor Sir I’eter ! 

(/rab. Yes, madam ; though C.’harles would have avoided the 
matter, if he could. 

Mrs. C’an. I knew' (.'harles was the person. 

Sir Bkn. My uncle, I .sec, knows nothing of the matter. 

C’rab. But Sir Peter taxed him with the ba.se.st ingratitude 

Sir Bkn. Phat I told you, you know' 

Crab. Do, nejihew', let me speak ! — and insisted on imme- 
diate 

Sir Bkn. Just as 1 said — 

Crab. Odds life, nephew', allow' others to know' something too! 
A pair of pistols lay on the bureau (for Mr. Surface, it seems, 
had come homo the night before late from Salthili, w'here he had 
been to see the Montem with a friend, who has a son at Kton), 
so, tmluckily, the pistols were left charged. 

Sir Bkn. 1 heard nothing of this. 

C’rab. Sir Peter forced Charles to take one, and they fired, it 
seems, pretty nearly together. Charles’s shot took effect, as I tell 
you, and Sir Peter’s missed ; but, what is very extraordinary, the 
ball struck agaiivst a little bronze Shakspeare that stood over the 
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fireplace, grazed out of the window at a right angle, and wounded 
the po.stman, who was ju.st coming to the door with a double letter 
from Northamptonshire, • 

Sir iiKN. My uncle’s account is more circumstantial, 1 con- 
fess ; but I believe mine is the true one, for all that. 

Lauy Snf-er. [Aside.'] I am more intcre.sted in this affair than 
they imagine, and must have better information. [Exit. 

Sir Bkn. Ah! Lady Sneerw'cll’s alarm is very ea.sily accounted 
for. 

Crab. Yes, \e.s, they certainly do say— but that’s neither here 
nor there. 

Mrs. (!an. Ihit, pray, where is Sir Peter at pre.sent? 

(’kab. Oh! they brought him home, and he is now' in the 
house, though the .servants arc ordered to tleny him. 

Mrs. Can. 1 believe so, and Lady Teazle, 1 suppose, attending 
him. 

(’rab. Yes, yes; and 1 .saw one of the faculty enter just 
before me. 

Sir Bkn. Hey! who comes here 

Crab. (3h, this is he : the physician, (lepend on’t. 

Mrs. Can. Oh, certainly 1 it must be the physician ; and now' 
wc shall know'. 

Enter Sir Oliver Scrkack. 

Crab. Well, doctor, what hopes } 

Mrs. C’an. Ay, doctor, how’s your patient? 

Sir Bkn. Now, doctor, isn’t it a wound with a smalLsword ? 
C’rab. A bullet lodged in the thorax, fur a hundred ! 

Sir Oliv. Doctor! a wound with a small-sword ! and a bullet 
in the thorax ! (.)ons ! are you mad, good people ? 

Sir Ben. Perhaps, sir, you arc not a doctor? 

Sir Oliv. Truly, 1 am to thank you for my degree, if I am. 
C’rab. Only a friend of Sir Peter’s, then, 1 presume. But, 
sir, you must have heard of his accident? 

Sir Oliv. Not a word ! 

Crab. Not of his being dangerously wounded ? 

Sir Oliv. The devil he is 1 . 

Sir Ben. Run through the body 

C^rab. Shot in the breast 

Sir Bkn. By one Mr. Surface 

Crab. Ay, the }’oungcr. 

Sir Oliv. Hey ! what the plague ! you .seem to differ .strangely 
in }oiir accounts: however, you agree that Sir Peter is dan- 
gerously wounded. 

Sir Bkn. (Jh, yes, we agree in that. 

(/rab. Yes, yes, I believe there can be no doubt in that. 

Sir Oliv. Then, upon iny word, for a person in that situation, 
he is the mo.st imprudent nian alive; for here he comes, walking' 
as if nothing at all was the matter. 

Enter Sir Pktek Teazle. 

(3dds heart, Sir Peter! you arc conic in good time, I promise 
you ; for w e had just given you over I 

Sir Ben, [^Astde to Crabtree.] Egad, uncle, this is the most 
sudden recovery I 

Sir Oliv. Why, man I w hat do you do out of bed with a sniall- 
sw'ord through yOur body, and a bullet lodged in your thorax ? 

Sir Pet. A small-sword and a bullet 1 

Sir Oliv. Ay ; these gentlemen would have killed you without 
law or physic, and wanted to dub me a doctor, to make me an 
accomplice. 

Sir Pet. Why, w’hat is all this ? 

Sir Ben. We rejoice, Sir Peter, that the story of the duel is 
not true, and are sincerely sorry for your other misfortune. 

Sir Peter. So, so ; all over the town already 1 [Aside. 

C'rab. Though, Sir Peter, you were certainly vastly to bluine 
to marry at your yeans. 
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»?1R Pet. Sir, what business is that of yours ? 

Mrs. C.\n. I'hough, indeed, as Sir Peter made so good a 
fr^sband, he’s very much to be pitied. 

Sir Pet. Plague on your j)ity, ma’am ! I desire none of it. 

Sir Ben. However, Sir Peter, you must not miml the laughing 
and jests you will meet with on the occasion. 

Sir Pet. Sir, sir ! I desire to be master in my own house. 

Crab, ’’fis no uncommon case, that’s one comfort. 

Sir Pet. I insist on being left to myself ; without ceremony, I 
insist on your leaving my house directly I 

Mrs. Can. Well, well, we are going; and depend on’t, we ll 
make the best report of it we can. 

Sir Pet. Leave my house I 

Crab. And tell how hardly you've been treated. [A’v//. 

Sir Pet. Leave my bouse ! 

Sir Ben. And how patiently you bear it. [Exit, 

Sir Pet. Fiends 1 vipers I furies I Oh ! that their own venom 
would choke them I 

Sir Oliv. They are very provoking indeed. Sir Peter. 


Enirr Rowlky. 

Row. I hear higli wortls: what has rulllctl you, sir? 

Sir Pet. Psha ! what signifies asking? Do 1 ever pass a 
day without my vexations ? 

Row. Well, I'm not in(|uisitive. 

Sik Oi.iv. Well. Sir Peter, 1 have seen both mv ncpliews in 
the manner we proposed. 

Sir Pet. A precious couple they are ! 

Row. Yes, and Sir Oliver is convinced that your judgment was 
right, Sir Peter. 

Sir Omv. Yes, I fiml Joseph i.s indeed the man, after all. 

Row. Ay, as Sir Peter says, he is a man of sentiment. 

Sir Oi.iv. And acts up to the .sentiments he professes. 

Row. It certainly is edification to hear him talk. 

Sir Oi.iv. Oh, he's a model for the young men of tlie age ! 
But how’s this, Sir Peter? you don’t join us in your friend 
Joseph’s praise, as I expected. 

Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, we live in a damned wicked world, and 
the fewer we prai.se the lietler. 
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Kow. What! do you say so, Sir Peter, who were never mis- 
taken in your life ? 

Sir pK r. Psha ! plague on you both ! I see by your sneering 
; you have heard the whole affair. I shall go mad among you I 

Row. Then, to fret you no longer, Sir Peter, we arc indeed 
acquainted with it all. I met I.ady 'lYazle coming from Mr. 

I Surface’s so huml>lcd, that she deigned to request me to be her 
advocate with you. 

Sir Pkt. And does Sir Oliver know all this? 

.'^ik Oi.iv. Kvery c ircumstance. 

Sir Pf.t. What, of the closet and the screen, hey ? 
i .Six Oliv. Ves, yes, and the little French milliner. Oh, I have 
j been vastly diverted with the story ! ha! ha! ha! 

Sir PiiT. "I’was very pleasant, 

Sir Oliv. I niver laughed more in my life, I assure you: ha! 

I ha ! ha ! 

; Sir Pkt. Oh, vastly diverting I ha! ha! ha! 

Kow. To be sure, Joseph with his sentiments! ha! ha I ha! 
jt Sir Pkt. Ves, yes, his sentiments ! ha ! ha ! ha ! Hypo- 
! critical villain ! 

•j Sir (-)mv. Ay, and that rogue C.’harlcs to pull .Sir Peter out of 
; tthe closet : ha! ha! ha! 

' Sir Pkt. f-fa ! ha! ‘twas devilish entertaining, to be sure ! 

Sir Oliv. Ha ! ha ! ha ! Kgad, Sir Peter, I should like to 
I have seen your face when the screen wa.s thrown down ; ha I ha I 
Sir Pkt. Ye.s, my face when the screen was thrown down : 
ha ! ha ! ha ! Oh, I must never show mv head again ! 

; Sir Omv. But come, come, it isn't fair to laugh at you neither, 

I mv old friend ; though, upon my soul, I can’t help it. 

1 Sir Pki’. Oh, pray don’t re.strain your mirth on my account: 

I it docs not hurt me ,at all. I laugh at the whole affair myself. 

I \'es, yes, I think being a standing jest for all one’s acquaintance 
; a very happy situation. Oh yes ; and then of a morning to read 

j the paragraph.s about Mr. S f^ady 'P - — , and Sir P , 

I will be so entertaining! 

I Row. Without affectation, Sir Peter, you may despise the 

ridicule of fools. Hut I see Lady Teazle going towards the next 
room ; I am sure you must desire a reconcili; tion as earnestly as 
she does. 

Sir Omv. Perhaps my being here prevents her coming to you. 
i Well, I’ll leave honest Rowley to ir _*diate between you; but 
! he must bring you all presently to Mr. Surface’s, where I am 
now returning, if not to reclaim a libertine, at least to expose 
hypocrisy. 

j Sir PI^^^. Ah, I’ll be present at your discovering yourself 

I there with all my heart; though ’tis a vile unlucky place for 
i disccjverics. 

! Row. We'll follow. [Exit Sir Oliver Surface. 

j Sir Pet. She is not coming here, you see, Rowley. 

Row. No, but she has left the d or of that room open, you 
; perceive. See, she is in tears. 

Sir Pet. Certainly a little mortification appears very becoming 
in a wife. Don’t you think it will do her good to let her pin6 a 
little t 

I Kow. Oh, this is ungenerous in you I 

Sir Pet. Well, 1 know net what to think. You remember 
the letter I found of hers evidently intended for Charles ? 

Row'. A mere forgery, Sir Peter 1 laid in your way on purpose, 
'riiis is one of the points which I intend Snake shall give you 
convidion of. 

Sir Pet. I wish I were once satisfied of that. She looks this 
way. What a remarkably elegant turn of the head she has. 
j Rowley, I’ll go to her. 
j Row. Certainly. 
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SiR Pet. ’Phough, when it is known that we are reconciled, 
people w'ill laugh at me ten times more. 

Row. r^*t them laugh, and retort their malice only by showj^ 
them you are happy in .spite of it. 

Sir Pet. I’faith, so I will ; and, if I’m not mistaken, we may 
yet be the happiest couple in the country. 

Row. Nay, Sir Peter, he who once lays aside suspicion 

Sir Pet. Hold, Master Rowley I if you have any regard for 
me, never let me hear you utter anything like a .sentiment : J 
have had enough of them to serve me the rest of my life. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene III. 

PHF. f.IBRARY IN JOSEPH SURFACE’S HOUSE. 

Enter Joseph Surface and Lady Sneerwell. 

Lady Sneer. Impossible 1 Will not Sir Peter immediately be 
reconciled to Charles, and of course no longer oppose his union 
with Maria ? The thought is (li^^traction to me. 

Jos. Surf. Can passion furnish a remedy ? 

Lady Sneer. No, nor cunning either. Oh, I was a fool, an 
idiot, to league with such a blunderer! 

Jos. Surf. Sure, Lady Sneerwell, I am the greatest sufferer ; 
yet you see I bear the accident w’ith calmness. 

Lady Sneer. Bccau.se the disappointment doesn’t reach your 
heart ; your interest only attached you to Maria. Had you felt 
for her what I have for that ungrateful libertine, neither your 
temper nor hypocrisy could prevent your showing the sharpness 
of your vexation. 

Jos. Surf. But why should your reproaches fall on me for 
this di.sappointment ? 

Lady Sneer. Are you not the cause of it? Had you not a 
sufficient field for your roguery in imposing upon Sir Peter, and 
supplanting your brother, but you must endeavour to seduce his 
wife ? I hate such an avarice of crimes ; tis an unfair monopoly, 
and never prospers. 

Jos. Surf. Well, I admit I have been to blame. I confess I 
deviated from the direct roa 1 of wrong, but I don’t think we’re so 
totally defeated cither. 

Lady Sneer. No! 

Jos. Surf. You tell me you have *ade a trial of Snake since 
we met, and lhat you still believe him faithful to us ? j 

Lady Sneer. I do believe so. © | 

Jos. Surf. And that he has undertaken, should it Jie necessary, j 
to sw^ear and prove, that Charlies Is at this time contracted by* | 
vows and honour to your ladyship, which some of his former 
letters to you will serve to support ? 

Lady Sneer. This, indeed, might have assisted. 

JOS. Surf. Come, come ; it is not too late yet — [Knocking at 
the door!\ But hark ! this is probably my uncle, Sir Oliver : 
retire to that room ; we’ll consult further when ha is gone. 

Ladt^Snkrr. Well, but if he should find you out too ? 

Jos Surf. Oh, I have no fear of that. Sir Peter will hold his 
tongue for his own credit’s sake — and you may depend on it 1 
shall soon discover Sir Oliver’s weak side I 

Lady Sneer. I have no diffidence of vour abilities : only be 
constant to one roguery at a time. y J ^ . 

Jos. SuRif. I will, I will!— [Alvi/ L ady Sneerwell.] So! *tis 
confounded hard, after such bad fortune, to be baited by one’s 
confederate in evil. Well, at all events, my character is so 
much belter than Charles’s, that I certainly— hey I— what— this 
is not Sir Oliver, but old Stanley again. Plague on’t that he 
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should return U) lease me just now ! I shall have Sir Oliver come 
arM find him here- -and 

Enter Sir Omykr SrRFACE. 

Gad’s life, Mr. Stanley, why have you come hack to plague me 
at this lime ? You must not stay now, uj)Oii my worth 

Sir Oltv. Sir, I hear your uncle Oliver is expected here, and 
thouj^h he has been so penurious to ytni, I’ll try what he‘ll ilo 
for me. 

Jos. ScRK. Sir, *tis impossible for you to stay now, so 1 must 
beg — Come any other time, and 1 promise }ou, you shall be 
assisted. 


CiiAS. SiKK. To l)C sure he has. Wliy. he’s .\s hi»nest .i 

little Ihit sure, J»)seph, you ha\t‘ not been borrowing, m(»iu‘\ 

loo, have you } 

j«»s. borrowing! no! Hut, brother, you know we 

expect .Sir Oliver heie e\eiy 

Chas. SiKK. O (hul, that’s true! NTH innsln'l find the little 
hntker liere, to btr sure. 

Jtis. Si KK. ^'el. .Mr. Stanh'V insists 

CiiAS. .ScKK. Stanley! w by, his nanu ‘s r’rtnniiim. 

Jos. .Si’RK. No, sir, .Slim lev. 

C'liAS. Si KK. No. no, Hreinium. 
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Ktifrr Sir Pktkr tind Lady Tkazlk, Maria, and Rowlky, 

Sir Pf.t. My ol<l friend. Sir Oliver— hey ! What in the name 
of wonder— here are dutiful nephews— assault their uncle at his 
first visit ! 

Lady Tf.az. Indeed, Sir Oliver, ’twas well wo came in to 
rescue you. 

Row. 'rruly it was ; for I perceive, Sir Oliver, the character 
of old Stanley was no protection to you. 

Sir Oi.iv. Nor of Premium either; the necessities of the former 
could not extort a shilling from that benevolent gentleman ; and 
with the other I .stood a chance of faring worse than my ancestors, 
and being knocked down without being bid for. 

Jos. Surf. Charles ! 

C'iias. Scrk.^ Joseph! 

Jos. Surf, ’d'is now complete ! 

C’liAS. Surf. V ery. 

Sir (Ji IV. Sir Peter, my friend, and Rowdey too — look m that 
elder ne[)liew of mine. You know' what he has already received 
from my bounty; atid you also know how gladly I would have 
regarded half my fortune as held in trust for him? judge then 
my disappoint ment in discovering him to be destitute of truth, 
charity, and gratitiide! 

Sir Pkt. Sir (Oliver, I should be more surprised at this de- 
claration, if I had not myself found him to be mean, treacherous, 
and hypocritical. 

Lady 'Pfaz. Atul if the gentleman pleads not guilty to these, 
pray let him call we to his character. 

Sir Pkt. 'Phen, I believe, we need ''dd no more; if he kno\vs 
himself, he will consider it as the most perfect punishment that 
he is known to the w'Orld, 

Chas. Si rf. If they talk this way to Honesty, what will they 
say to me, by-and-by ? [Aside, 

Sir Or.iv. As for that prodigal, his brother, there 

Cha.s. Surf. Ay, now comes my turn; the damned family 
pictures w ill ruin me ! [Aside, 

Jos. Si'RK. Sir Oliver — uncle, will you honour me w^'th a 
hearing ? 

Chas. Surf. Now, if Joseph would make one of h^s long 
speeches, I might recollect my.self a little. [Aside. 

Sir Oi.iv. I .suppose you would undertake to justify yourself? 

[To Joseph Surface. 

Jos. ScRF. 1 trust I could. 

Sir Chav. [To Charles Surface.] Well, sir! — and you could 
justify yourself too, I suppose? 

Chas. Surf. Not that 1 know of, Sir Oliver. 

Sir Oliv. Whatl — Little Premium has been let too much into 
the wSecret, I suppose ? 

CiiAS. Surf. True, sir; but they were family secrets, and 
shouhl not be mentioned again, yon know. 

Row . C ome, Sir Oliver, I know you cannot speak of Charles's 
follies with anger. 

Sir Oliv. Odd’s heart, nor more I can; nor with gravity either. 
Sir Pi ter, do you know the rogue bargained with mc for all his 
ancestors ; sold me judges and generals by the foot, and maiden 
aunts as cheap as broken china. 

Chas. Surf. To be sure, Sir Oliver, I did make a little free 
with the family canvas, that’s the truth on't. My ancestors 
may rise in judgment against me, there’s no denying it; but 
believe me sincere when I tell you — and upon my soul I would 
not say so if I was not— that if I do not appear mortified at the 
exposure of my follies, it is because I feel at this moment the 
^^,annest satisfaction at seeing you, my liberal benefactor. 


Sir Oliv. Charles, I believe you. Give me your hand again : 
the ill-looking little fellow^ over the settee has made your peace. 

C"’has. Surf. Then, sir, my gratitude to the original is still 
increa.sed. 

Lady Teaz. [Advancinjir,'] Yet, I believe. Sir Oliver, here is 
one whom Charles is .still more anxiou.s to be reconciled to. 

[Poinlinff to Maria. 

Sir Oliv. Oh, I have heard of his attachment there ; and, 
with the young lady’s pardon, if I construe right — that blush 

Sir Pet. Well, child, speak your .sentiments! 

Mar. Sir, 1 have little to .say, but that I shall rejoice to hear 
that he is happy; for me, whatever cLiim 1 liad to his attention, 

I willingly resign to one who has a better title. 

Chas. Surf. How, Maria 1 * 

Sir Pet. Heyday! what's the mystery now? While he 
appeared an incorrigible rake, you would give yonjr hand to no 
one else ; and now that he is likely to reform I’ll warrant you 
won't have him ! 

Mar. His own heart and Lady Sneerwell know the cause. 

Ch\s. Surf. Lady Sncerw^ell I 

Jos. Surf. Brother, it is with great concern I am obliged to 
speak on this point, but my regard to just^pe compels me, and 
Lady SneerwelPs injuries can no longer be concealed. 

Enter Lady Sneerwell. [Opens the door. 

Sir Pet. Sol another French milliner! Egad, he has one in 
every room in the house, I suppo.se ! 

Lady Sneer. Ungrateful Charles I Well may you be sur- 
prised, and feel for the indelicate situation your perfidy has 
forced me into. 

Cha.s. Surf. Pray, uncle, is this another plot of yours? For, 
as I have life, I don’t understand it. 

Jos. Surf. 1 believe, sir, there is but the evidence of one 
person more necessary to make it extremely clear. 

Sir Pkt. And that person, I imagine, is Mr. Snake. — Rowley, 
you were perfectly right to bring him with us, and pray let him 
appear. 

Row. Walk in, Mr. Snake. 

Enter Snake. 

I thought his testimony might be w^anted ; however, it happens 
unluckily, that he comes to confront Lady Sneerwell, not to 
support her. 

Lady Snekr. A villain! Treacherous tomeatHstI Speak, 
fellow, have you, toO; conspired against me I 

Snake. I beg j^iir ladyship ten thousand pardons : you paid 
me extremely liberally for the lie in question ; but I Ainfortunatcly 
have been offered double to speak the truth. 

Sir Pet. Plot and coimter-plot, egad 1 I wish your lady. ship* 
joy of your negotiation. 

LatA Sneer. The torments of shame and disappointment on 
you all! [Going, 

Lady Teaz. Hold, Lady Sneerwell — before you go, let mc 
thank you for the trouble you and that gentleman have taken, 
in writiag letters from me to Charles, and answering them 
yourself; and let mc also request you to make my respects to 
the scandalous college, of which you are president, and inform 
them, that Lady Teazle, licentiate, begs leave to return the 
diploma they gave her, as she leaves off practice, and kills 
characters no longer. 

Lady Sneer. You too, madam! — provoking — insolent! May 
your husband live these fifty years I [Exit, 

Sir Pet. Oons ! what a fury I 

Lady Teaz. A malicious creature, indeed I 

Sir Pet. Hey ! not for her last wish ? 

Lady Teaz. Oh no I 



Act V'. 


THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 


Sir Oi.iv, Well, sir, and what have you to say now? 

Jos. Surf. Sir, I am so confounded, to find that Lady Sneer- 
well could be ^^uilty of siibornin/;' Mr. Snake in this manner, to 
irnpo.se on us all, that I know not what to say : however, lost 
her reven;^eful spirit should prompt her to injure my brother, I 
had certainly better follow her direetly. {Exit. 

Sir Pet. Moral to the last ! 

Sir Oliv. Ay, and marry her, Joseph, if you can. ( )il and 
vinegar ! — egad, you’ll do very well together. 

Row. I believe we have no more occasion for Mr. Snake at 
present t 

Snake. Before 1 go, I beg pardon once for all, for whatever 
uneasiness 1 have been the ►humble instrument of causing to the 
parties present. 


Lady 'Pkaz. .See, Sir Oliwr, there needs no persuasion no\> 
to reconcile your ne|)hew and Maria. 

Sir Oliv. Ay, ay, that s as it should be, and, egad. A\e’ll have 
the wedding to-morrow morning. 

Chas. Si'kK. 'Thank you, dear urn le. 

Sir Pet. What, you rogue! don’t \ou ask the giiTs con.sent 
first ? 

Chas. Si re. Oh, I have done that a long time - a minute ago 
- -an<l she has looked yes. 

Mar. For shame, Charles! I jirolest. Sir Peter, there has 
not been a word 

Sir Oliv. Well, then, the fewer the better; mav vour love for 
each other never know abatement. 

Sir Pf.t. Anil may you live as happily together as Lady Teazle 
and 1 intend to do I 



Sir Pft. Well, well, you have made atonement by a good deed 
at last. 

SsAKK. But I must request of the compady, that it shall never 
be known. 

Sir Pf.t. Hey ! what the plague I are you ashamed of having 
done a right thing once in your life ? 

Snake. Ah, sir, consider — I live by the badness of my 
character ; I have nothing but my infamy to depend on, and, if 
it were once known that I had been betrayed into an honest 
action, I should lose every friend I have in the world. 

Sir Oliv. Well, well - we'll not traduce you by saying anything 
in your praise, never fear. [Exit Snake. 

Sir Pet. There's a precious rogue I 

THE 


Chas. Scrf. Rowley, my r>hl friend, 1 am sure you congralulale 
me; and I .suspect that I owe \ou iniRli. 

Sir Oliv. You do, indeed, Charles. 

Sir Pet. Ay, honest Rowley always saiti you would reform. 
Chas. Surf. Why, a.s to reforming, Sir Peter, I’ll make no 
promises, arj that I lake to bo a proof that 1 intend to set 
•.;boul "Idut here shall be my monitor iny gentle guide.- - 
Ah ! can I leave the virtuous path those eyes illumine ? 

Though ihou, dear maid, shouMst waive thy beauty’s sway, 
'Thou still must rule, because I will obey : 

An huml)le fugitive fnmi Folly view, 

No sanctuary near but Love and you : [7o the Audit nee. 

You can, indce<l, each anxious fear remove. 

For even Scandal dies, if you approve. {Exeunt omnes. 

END. 
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EPILOGUE. 


. ^ BY MR. COLMAN. 

I, who was late so volatile and gay, 

Likota trade-wind must now blow all one Wii^y, 

Bond all rny cares, iny s( tidies, a^d niy. vovvs, 

To one dull «rusty wca^h^rcocjv— mj' I 

So wills our virtuous bard'-:the motley Bayc.s 
Of'oifyjnt^ cpilogucji ’and .laughing plays! 

Olt? bac helors, ^vho parry Tiinart yoyng wive.s, ( 

Tearh frd£i\ aur i>lay io regulate your lives ; 

ICach bring hit} dear to town, all faults 14)011 her — 
London will ^p'rdve tlic very source of honour. 

Pljunged fafilv, in, Uke cold bath it serves, 

When priTwuples lelax, to brace the m^rves: 

Such is my Case; and yet I must deplore 
That the gay dream of ion’s o’er. 

And say, ye fair! was ever lively wife, 

Born with a genius for the highest life, 

Like me untimely blasted in her bloom, 
f,ike mo condemned to such a disunil doom ? 

Save inonwy — wlfyn I just knew bow to waste it! 

Leave London - just as I began to taste it! 

Must I then watch the early crowing cock, 

1*he melancholy ticking of a clock ; 
la a lone rustic hall for ever pounded. 

With dogs, <nU8, rats, and squalling brats surrounded ? 
With humble curate can I now retire, 


SPOKF.N HV l.ADY TI A/KK. 

(While goo<l Sir IVter boo/es with the sc|uire), 
And at backgammon mortify my soul. 

That pants for loo, or riutters at a vole? 

Seven’s the main! Dear sound that imisf e\piic 
Lust at hot corkli'S rouml a Christmas tin*; 

The transient hour ol fashi(»n too soon spent, 
Farcjwell tlic tramiuil mind, farewi*)! content ! 
barcwell the plnmeil Insad, the ('iishioned /</.*. 
That takes tlu^ cushion from its jnoper seat ! 
'Chat spirit-stirring drum ! card drums I m« an, 
Spadille odd trick -pam—basto king ami (picei 
And you. ye kmu kcrs, tliat. with l>ra/en throat, 
Tlio welgonn? visitors’ approach denote; 

I'arewell all quality of high renown, 

Pride, pomp, and ciremnstanco of gkMous town! 
I'arewcll! your revels I partake no m«»rc, 

And Lady Teazle’s occupation’s o’er! 

All this I told our hard; he smiled, ami sai«l Inn 
I ought to play dc*ej) tragedy next \ear. 
Meanwhile he drew wisi* morals frf>n\ his play. 
And in tlu'si' solemn piuioils slalkt'd a\Na\': - 
** Blessed were the fair Iik<* >'<>n; her laulls who 
And closed her follies when the enrtaiii dioiita d 
No more in vice or error lo engage, 

Or play the fool at large, on life’s gieal stagy . ’ 
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